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Without University Funding 


ichard Diefenbeck had just arrived at 

Georgetown University last fall when 

the drug began to take hold. It wasn’t 
anything he, had sniffed, smoked, or swal- 
lowed, but the potent narcotic of Fear and 
Loathing in Las Vegas, whose effect on im- 
pressionable undergraduate minds is strong- 
er than most controlled substances. 

Under the influence, the aspiring writer 
searched the campus for an appropriate jour- 
nalistic oudet. The staid daily Hoya was, 
well, too staid, too daily. He wrote a few 
film reviews for the Georgetown Voice, a cam- 
pus weekly, but didn’t like the way his edi- 
tor kept cutting all his jokes. He despaired. 
At least at Georgetown,” he wrote not long 
ago, “gonzo journalism, and the whole idea 
of it, was hardly reflected in the college 
newspapers.” 

So, in the tradition of thwarted student 
journalists from the Harvard Lampoon to the 
Dartmouth Review, he decided to start his 
own paper. “I remembered something I had 
seen in Newsweek,” Diefenbeck wrote. The 
magazine had polled college students and 
discovered that undergrad America’s three 
favorite authors are Jack Kerouac, Kurt 
Vonnegut, and Hunter S. Thompson, the 
god of gonzo. So what about a college 
newspaper dedicated primarily to gonzo 
journalism?” 

The Georgetown Gonzo, as he imagined it, 
would propagate the gonzo gospel. “Hunter 
is our God, and gonzo journalism our cove- 
nant,” he proclaimed, in the first (and so far, 
only) issue. Fear und Loathing is the ceiling 
of the Sistine Chapel under which we all 
work.” Beer would be served at all editorial 
meetings. But ne had no staff, no advertis- 
ers, and a scanty command of desktop-pub- 
lishing software, so he took the logical next 
step. 

“I called MTV.” he says. They said they 
liked the idea, and if Hunter got behind it, 
they’d do a story on us.” 

Next, he located Thompson’s agent, Lynn 
Nesbitt, who agreed to forward a letter. Die- 
fenbeck faxed Thompson via Nesbitt, and 
waited. Two weeks later, a scribbled bene- 
diction arrived ai his neighborhood fax shop 
from Aspen, Colo. s Area Code 303, where 
Thompson lives. Are you nuts? Thomp- 
son had scribbled across Diefenbeck’s letter, 
in his own. authentically gonzo hand. 
“Those Jesuit dastards will eat yeu alive. 
Look what they did to Mr. Bill.” 

“Send me u copy.” he signed off. The al- 

mighty had bestowed his sanction. 


he self-styled heir to Thompson’s leaky 

pen is a slightly pudgy 23-year-old in a 

Ralph Lauren windbreaker. Diefen- 
beck transferred trom Northern Virginia 
Community College, but claims no intention 
of actually graduating. He already escaped 
Arlington's Wakefield High without a di- 
ploma. Why ruin a perfect record? 

“I want to be a writer, so it's OK,” he ex- 
plains, “I just thought it would be cool to go 
to college for a while, to see college life.” For 
a gonzo rebel, he’s excessively polite, ad- 
dressing his not-much-elders as Mr.“ and 
Miss. Home is a jumble of an apartment 
shared with three other students. 

Diefenbeck teamed up with a shaggy- 
haired freshman named Martin Cunning- 
ham who possessed Pagemaker and knew 
how to use it. They plastered fliers around 
school soliciting support for their project, 
and drew a small following. He knew it 
wouldn't do to just drop the Gonzo on 
Georgetown cold, so he orchestrated a small 
blicity blitz, phoning local media ouuets, 
He was politely thanked but firmly ignored 
by all except Washington City Paper, which 
ran a brief item on the “biweekly” (City 
Desk, 10/22/93), 

That, in turn, provoked a skirmish on City 
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Paper’s Mail page, as an angry student 
named Melanie LaRosa” wrote in, de- 
nouncing Diefenbeck and suggesting, suspi- 
ciously, that he be kicked out flat on his ass 
for even thinking about doing this.“ La- 
Rosa, of course, was Diefenbeck in drag. 
Cunningham shot back with a defense of 
“brilliant nonconformists like us who try to 
give people a new perspective on life.” Not 
bad for a paper that had yet to be published 
and which consisted of maybe two dozen as- 
sorted campus misfits plus Cunningham’s 
486 computer. 

The paper would be true, he was certain of 
that. The paper would be extremely impor- 
tant. By the time this was over, Diefenbeck 
hoped. they would all be completely famous. 


less and irresponsible and depraved 
than an undergraduate in the depths of 
a Hunter S. Thompson binge. He or she will 
usually start with Fear and Loathing, then on 
to Hell's Angels. The true believers digest the 
Gonzo Papers as well—both volumes, 
That seems to be the point of no return, 
Most youngsters survive the experience 
unharmed, moving on to Vonnegut or Ker- 
ouac or William 8, Burroughs, A few be- 
come convinced that life is only worth living 
at 110 mph or better, pumped full of hallu- 
cinogens, and that fantasy sequences 
plopped into the middle of any piece of jour- 
nalism automatically improve it, Hunter- 


Ts is nothing in the world more help- 


style, they think. There are poor role mod- 
els, and there are poor poor role models. 

The only known cure for this condition is 
one of Thompson's legendary campus visits, 
where he customarily appears in a hornble, 
slobbering sort of spastic stupor that should 
scare anyone away from drink or drugs. 
Thompson is probably paid more per word 
than any speaker on the circuit. Not that his 
fees are high; his words are few and mostly 
incoherent. The ever-precise William F. 
Buckley Jr. called him “a hugely important 
sociological phenomenon.” 

“We're not the Hunter fan club,” Diefen- 
beck insists, but when he read Fear and 
Loathing a year ago, he was instantly taken 
not with the-“‘lifestyle,” he says, but with 
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the writing, To set the tone, he excerpted the 
book's first chapter in the Gonzo's debut is- 
Suc, sans permission from Thompson's pub- 
lisher, 

“We got the letter back, so we didn’t think 
he'd have a problem with it;“ Diefenbeck 
says, 

Thompson's'sacred fax also provided the 
Gonzo's first cover headline: “Ye Fucking 
Gods!" it screams, Inside, readers find a 
“sex page“ comparing different condom 
brands, plus a photo of a nipple-piercing, 
The drug page is “pro, of course, says its 
editor, a shambling freshman named Jeremy, 
“We're trying to reach out to the nge ton · 
er community, he adds, Diefenbeck 


cringes. What if ye fucking MTV gods read 
this? 

“We're trying to speak to college culture,” 
he explains, applying full spin control. 
“That includes sex and drugs. l 

The centerpiece of the 24-page paper is a 
four-and-one-third-page, semifictional, semi- 
autobiographical ramble by one “Homer 
Malloy,” Diefenbeck’s pen name. In which 
the author, who has just started a news- 
paper, is writing this very article. He seeks 
inspiration at Good Guys, the Glover Park 
strip joint, but is decent enough to call the 
dancers “womyn.” Author then writes to his 
idol, who (Holy Shit!) writes back. Author 
seeks university funding but is denied, even 
though, as he points out, Harvard Lampoon 

alums have gone on to write for Dav- 

id Letterman, The Simpsons, and 

Beavis and Butt-head. 

“Well,” the director of student ac- 
uvities replies, “I could hardly call 
that success.” Whereupon the au- 
thor, unaware that the Lampoon is 
independent of Harvard, goes and 
drops acid with some of his buddies. 

There follows an encounter with 
D.C.’s finest, who graciously decline 
to beat them all senseless. 

Dear readers, Malloy asks, Have 
you ever tripped in jail?” 

Quite a few of his Hoya readers 
may have done so, although unwit- 

ungly: Campus legend has it that the 
cinder-block New South residence 
hall was modeled after a women’s 
prison. Maybe true, maybe not, but 
Cunningham's narrow, cramped 
double in New South, where nine 
gonzos lol] about, swigging Busch, 
on this Sunday night, could serve as 
a detention cell in a pinch. 

The topic of the evening is the up- 
coming student election. Two gonzo 
candidates have been proposed: a fe- 
tus and a three-legged campus dog. 
“The Harvard Lampoon ran a horse 
once, Diefenbeck says. Debate 
sputters to a halt. “Lets have prima- 
ries,” someone suggests. Later, in a 
Clinton-worthy cave-in, the gonzos 
choose the dog. 

Total number of pierced noses in 

room: one. Number of pin-stripe 
button-down shirts: one. Number of 
soul-patch beards: one. Number of 
cute girls: one. Number of P.J. O' 
Rourke books being passed around: 
two. 
Item No. 5 from the dog’s plat- 
form: Make the Jesuits prove that 
God is not dead.” No. la: “Construct 
a giant shit catapult aimed at Bur- 
leith.” 

“Someone was telling me Berkeley 
had a naked guy, Diefenbeck offers. 
“Any volunteers?” 

There are none. 

“Am I the only gonzo who never 
smoked pot?” one woman wonders. 
“No, I’m the other one,” says Dan, 
in pin-stripes. Well, except once 
when I was drunk...” 

“Maybe,” ventures the kid with the 
soul patch, whose name is Shlomi, 
“we should concentrate on articles 
and ads and stuff.” 

Cost of a $,000-copy print run: 
$550. Amount still owed the Gonzo's 
printer: $300, 

The debut carried ads from Rosey Cross 
and Betty, plus a back-pager from Zig Zag 
Cafe—but those were clipped from C Pa~ 
per, Dieſendeck says, “to make it look ofi- 
cial.” In the absence of university funding, 
the first issue was financed by Diefeadeck's 
bike-courier earnings. This time around, 
he's sure they'll get real advertising. 

‘They can’t let Hunter down now. After the 
first issue appeared in December, Thomp- 
son's office called and left a message, asking 
for extra copies. 

* n heard his ~~ in the buck 
ground, oa the recording,” Diefendeck 
“It was kinda heat“ — 
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Richard Diefenbeck - K-Mart Shopper 
Brock Cunningham - River Phoenix’s 
Bum Boy 

Pete Farkas - Chocolate Bunny 

Shlomi Raz - Big Boss Man 

Jonathan Iwaskow - Foreign Affairs Desk 
Dan Alamariu - Count Chocula 

Jen Peepas - Resident Harem 
Jeremy Bierbach - Powdered Toast Man 


Miakeantents, Inkreda, and Geezer 


Aaron Siegel, Amy Jacobsen, Andrew Rice 
Ashley Mortensen,Brian Leek, Carlos Cortez, 
Christian Baker, Costa Valhouli, Danielle Wade, 
Eri DeLerier, Erika Figelman, Erin Royston, 
Gabrielle Zimmerman, Heather Comeau, Jeff 
Mooradian, Katherine Daniels, Lisa Katz, Maya 
O’Connor, Melanie Bush, Misha Graboi, Rob 
Russo, Ryan O’Connor, Susan Rajnic, Tim 
McCloskey 


The Georgetown Gonzo is unsponsored and 
unaffiliated with Georgetown University: We 
won't accept their blood money. We do not claim 
responsibility for anything you see here. The 
opinions here are not necessarily those of the 
Georgetown Gonzo. The Georgetown Gonzo is 
assembled on a Gateway 486 DX2-66E using 
Aldus PageMaker 5.0. Printing is done at 
Comprint in Gaithersburg, Maryland. 

You can reach the Georgetown Gonzo at (202) 
965-2865 or (202)784-7588, or PO Box 25621 
Georgetown Station, Washington DC 20007, or 
by email at gonzo@mary.iia.org 

Most letters will be printed provided they are 
not stupid and they are less than 300 words. If 
they are longer, we will edit them, take quotes out 
of context and make you look like an ass. 

Contributions are welcome. We are a non- 
profit organization so they will be tax deductible! 


The Georgetown Gonzo 
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The Georgetown Gonzo 


head idea man’s note 


Surrounded by nothing but 

snow and skinny shivering trees, 
you hurriedly gulp that last beer and 
put out that roach, stoop down to the 
sled and get on, putting your feet 
along the metal railing in front and 
holding on to wood under your knees 
with your bare hands, off you go. 

It is off course, freezing. You 
realize you can’t feel your hands 
anymore as your uncle is taking you 
ever-faster on his three wheel motor- 
bike (his daughter’s actually) through 
one of the ubiquitous backwoods trails 
that exists in the squatterless acres 
behind his house. This should be fun, 
and sometimes it is. But it is too cold 
and you are at that dismal point in 
your life when pot makes you more 
anxious than happy, so you worry 
about falling aff the sled, about some 


Bee BEFORE MIDNIGHT. 


twig just being there at the right 
moment as you take a turn and your 
unblinked eye hits. But you can’t stop 
now because it would only gum up 
your return to the house. So you hold 
on, in anxious, freezing misery. 

When you get there you pry your 
hands off the sled and use you elbow 
to open he sliding glass door because 
you can’t manipulate your hands, You 
Tush into the kitchen and turn on the 
hot water, placing your useless digits 
underneath. “Is this hot?” you ask, but 
your uncle is doubled over in laughter. 
“Is this hot?” you ask again, now 
laughing too. 

Later you’re in the living room, 
drinking room, drinking brandy with 
him and watching ty, his pregnant 
wife, newly gone to bed. And sud- 
denly, it hits you, here—wrapped in 
the suburbanity of South New Jersey, 


swimming in the foreign yet familiar 
cultures that belong to your myriad 
relatives, sitting next to that Christ- 
mas tree groaning under the weight of 
all that tinsel—that somewhere, in 
another land, there are miraculous 
people there. who call you Homer. 
“They call me Homer,” I tell him, 
suddenly pleased as spiked punch. I 
roll over the words in my mouth, with 
my tongue. he is oblivious, the 
cryptkeeper is on. 

“They call me Homer.” 

AND THEN THEY CALLED me 
outta here. Well, so it goes. And here I 
go—underground. For reasons I can’t 
go into now, you won't be hearing 
from me for awhile. Not ostensibly 
anywway. The powers that be have 
convened to relegate me, but it’s not to 
be, ‘cause I'll always be free! Ha ha 
whow’s that for corny? At any rate, 


sayonara kids. The cryptkeeper is at 
the door, wearing wingtips and a red 
and blue rep tie, flashing his yellow 
dentures at me in malevolent flashed. 
I’m going to the bricked-in wine 
cellar, where I'll be pasting together 
my collage-homages to Bosch, using 
department store underwear ads. 
Pacing the perimeter with my hands 
clasped behind my back, I plan my 
nuke-attack, my graph to get things 
back. 

Until the spotted toaster starts 
singin “God Save the Queen,” I'll be 
seeing ya, somewhere over the 
rainbow, with love, 


Homer Malloy 


(ves, he & completely ſlipped ed x 
note] 


Letters: The good, the bad, and the stupid 


Dear GT Gonzo 

How come each new snowflake nee 
syllable that gets squished beneath 
some tired old routine out near the 
Jersey flyflipper and settles over the 
warm covers of sex all night thinks 
that it’s the new Lizard King of 
metaphor or else a bigger better more 


` bodacious beta wersion of original 


sin? 

Am I to take my pick, follow my 
nose, or simply blow my horn in four 
four time? 

Can any of this holy fodder stuff be 
interpreted as the aftermath of 
priviliged germanic pride or is it 
merely the shaggy poodle act of a few 
ingermain geeks on holiday from the 
staple gun? (Wha?) Munificient or 
mundane? Trial by fire or error by 
vice? 

Should some combination of all the 
above suit us in coattails and tie- me- 
ups despite our efforts to the contrary, 
I say let’s just fake our deaths, and 
boot across the street to where Henry 
Rollins used to slap infectious 
confection concoctions into a sugar 
cone with a 1933 buffalo nickel a 
nursemaid named Nonona found stuck 
to her left breast when she rolled over 
Beethoven one bright pre-Dylan day. 

Neither dog nor musician has a right 
to complain. She and her sister were 
one of the original Hypercard Stacks 
before she became a stock broker, and 
a broken record on her days off. And 
if you'd seen the way she arches her 
back whenever a stray horned writer 
comes into her line of sight, you'd 
already know that she is okay by me. 
She has paid her dues in doughnuts, if 
not chestnuts, and is no ordinary 
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Washington DC coffee achiever. 

I understand that college life is its 
own reward and all, much similar to 
that which is said of good and evil (I 
think Genet said that) but hasn’t the 
trench warfare of yesterday’s grin 
become somewhat obsolete in these 
more bitter times? 

You gonzonkers by degrees of 
activity have put yourself out a pretty 
figurative rag. Not flawless, not 
flawed, just pretty figurative. But 
why’s your friggin’ gonzoid so full of 
false symptoms yet way totally void of 
a single true itch? 

This should not be taken as a 
complaint, mind you, merely a passing 
gesture, 

Oh-- and by the way drop the 
underlining of bylines 
and display faces. The 
technique reeks of stale 
pickle juice leftover 
from who knows what 
virginal rite. 


Yours in tree products, 
Fats Bullwinkle 


c/o The Bitterzone 
Terminal 


Dear Er Mister 
Diefenbeck-- 


Your paper's a swell 
piece of work. Good 
thing too. | think I 
swallowed a swollen 
cliche. Each gonzo 
page in and of itself has 
reminded me that hero 
worship and the tongue 


a 


of many flavors is still alive, and well, 
uh, count me in, uh, reading is the 
arithmetic of writing, uh, swell. 
Fan quality is what you need to build 
up a bastion of good reeferences [sic]. 
Quality seems to quantify itself. The 
other night when I discovered the GG, 
I was swapping thoughts with a friend 
who thought the main typeface was 
uninteresting, and didn’t draw her 
into the page. But a nude likeness of 
her favorite rockerboy probably 
wouldn't draw her into bed, so I 
wouldn’t sweat it too much. However, 
those unkempt line markings have just 
gotta go, and careful with those smart 
quotes. You don’t need double spaces 
to make my palms bleed. 

Looking for more original stuff, plus 


Tsunami 
Be Like That? 
out April 1994 


coming up this summer: Working Holiday Comp CD, new Grenadine o. end more 7! 


more in-depth reviews of old movies, 
rock artists, writers, and kin. One 
other note: Lady Jane should explore 
more vigorously the hidden values 
equipping her figleaf attitude. She 
claims to be a horny student among 
others of similar description. She also 
suggests that to constrain one’s sexual 
urges is both unnatural and criminal. 
Because my own state of horniness 
remains unresolved, perhaps she can 
lend herself in a more personal way in 
order to embrace this absentee partner 
issue in greater detail. Diversity is the 
road to discovery, don’t you think? I 
figure a hand in the bush is worth five 


continued on page 6 


Danielle Howle 
Wrestling Song 7° 
out April 1904 


send a stamp for o full catalog or $3 for one year on our di monthly mailing fiat 
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Letters: Warsaw cries "Gonzo" 


Dear Gentlemen and Womyn, 


am sitting in an office on the 
eighteenth floor of the Marriott/LIM 
Centre here, looking out a window 
and seeing the usual Warsaw seen 
[sic] of gray, soot covered buildings 
and a haze of pollution thick enough 
that I can't see across the river Vistula, 
a mile away. Warsaw is not a pretty 
city. The Nazis took care of that. One 
thing you can say about the Nazis is 
that they were thorough. So the 
buildings that I'm looking at are 
typical of communist architecture - 
concrete boxes, with a different drab 
color underneath the soot to differenti- 
ate between them. There are a few 
buildings where some architect 
obviously tried to be clever and 
designed something totally unusable. 
I just returned here from our wonder- 
ful country, the United States of 
America, where I was fortunate 
enough to receive a copy from my ex- 
girlfriend of your undirected rage at 
the total stupidity of the world and our 
own impotence in it. Looking back, I 
guess that talking to my ex-girlfriend 
wasn't a total mistake, for at least I got 
her to send me a copy. 
I must declare my heartfelt admiration 
for your piece of work. Three years 
ago when I was a sophomore at 
. some friends and I tried 


I graduated last June. Hoo- ray But I 
do feel like this ridiculous world isn't 
ready to receive me to its bosom, so i 
try to keep my mind in a sort of 
detached state of cynical skepticism 
which is only lightened by the 
occasional bout of manic psychotic 
joy. Living in Poland has a lot to do 
with it. I've taken to writing letters to 
people I don't even know. Long, 
crazy-fucking letters. So I'm writing 
one to you. 

I read almost every piece in your 
litte thing, something I would never 
have had the desire, patience, or 
tolerance for pain to do with my 
newspaper. We took ourselves far too 
seriously and ended up as stale, trite, 
smug and pointless as the Hoya or the 
Voice, By last year I had so totally 
given up on the possibility of a 


Georgetown paper producing anything 


with any value beyond its possible 
future use as gerbil cage lining that I 
refused to even look at a copy of the 
Hoya or the Voice unless there was 
something written by Cascy Flynn, 
who only received the jealousy of the 
Voice editorial board in thanks for 
making that paper readable in part. 
Anyway, after graduation, I decided | 
wasn't going to follow the usual route 


of recent graduates and study my 
navel for six months before getting a 
Teal job and becoming a hopeless 
drudge for the rest of my life. I 
decided I was going to do something, 
keep the life of my mind alive, learn 
something, move to Poland and learn 
Polish. What on earth was I thinking? 
And. if in case I decided to get a 
real job and become a slave to 
something that I can presently only 
fear, I would have some eyer-so- 
impressive experience in the interna- 
tional arena. So I came here. 

My life right now is totally insane. I 
wake up in the morning, do the usual 
bullshit, put on a shirt, tie, jacket, 
overcoat, scarf, and go off to this 
international law firm where I sit and 
read and write crazy-fucking letters 
like this one. Supposedly I help them 
translate and correct everything they 
produce in English, but everyone 
apparently thinks that their English is 
perfect because nobody asks me for 
help. 

At least I'm not teaching English. 
Personally I have nothing against 


YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN TELL 
HOW THEY LOST THEIR VIRGINITY 
AND WHAT THEY LEARNED 
FROM THE EXPERIENCE 


somebody who is doing it, but let's 
face it; going to Eastern Europe and 
teaching English has become the 
biggest cliched post-graduate thing to 
do, Prague is overrun by trust-fund 
babies who've already followed the 
Dead a few times too many and thinks 
it's cool to live in a foreign city with 
all sorts of groovy architecture. 

I hate sacred cows. Amusingly, one of 
the only places in America where the 
Catholic Church is still a sacred cow 
is Georgetown University. But there 
are other, less obvious sacred cows 
which don't have any structure but are 
maintained by those insecure wimps I 
was talking about. I'm not talking 
about PC. That's so stupid an issue 
that addressing it or attacking it only 
gives it importance, Issues that need 
to be addressed are those about which 
people are most fervent, the most 
radical, the most sensitive, and usually 
the most stupid. There's nothing I 
lose patience with faster than fanatics 
who don't know shit. Feminists for 
one, black separatists for another, 
libertarians for a third, abortion rights 


Buy This Book! 


*Special discount for Gonzo readers!* 


LOSINGIT 


THE VIRGINITY MYTH 


right way! 


Call 800-345-6665 to order (Visa, MC): Mention the Gonzo for 
your discount! $9.95(+ shipping) with discount, (regularly 
$12.95), or stop by 1223 Potomac St. (across from 
Booeymonger) and pick up a cop 


The book that tells you: 


* How to lose your virginity the 


* Why you should wait... 

* Why you shouldn't wait. 

* What questions to ask 
yourself before you lose it. 

* How other people lost theirs- 
in a barn, in the kitchen, in 
the garage... 


As seen in: The Washington Poat, 
San Franclaco Chronicle, 
Boaton Globe. 


opponents, abortion rights proponents 
- whiners without a sense of humor in 
general. All these groups have their 
little sacred cows about which non- 
believers are not allowed to discuss. 
About Poland. I've seen more freaks 
in this country in the past six months 
than I've seen in my entire life in the 
States. I think that is an indication of 
how fucked this country is. Dwarfs, 
albinos, people with growths on their 
faces, hare-lips, club feet, hunchbacks 
- this country is crawling with them. I 
can't help but wonder where these 
people are in America, or whether 
Poland simply produces more of them. 
Anyways, as I've already said, I liked 
your paper Enough that I wrote this 
letter. You can print parts of it if 
you'd like, but don't print the whole 
thing and don't use my name. 

Good luck, and don't let 
anything stand in your way - except 
mediocre copy. 


Warsaw, January 6, 1994 
-TAD 


noe = 
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Further Fan Mail 


continued from page 4 


easy pieces, a few snapshots, and a starfuck in a 
pear tree just about any day of the week when done 
with invention and one eye to the future, ch? 

Loved the Main Entree! And of course HST’s 
refresher piece from Fear and Loathing. 

Teri's nip de resistance fed the multitudes in search 
of thy perfect hole, I’m sure, Give us more, more, 
more, oh GG! Allen? Nah! Too much Ginsberg 
goofs up the clock. 

Wafting on this side of the dome, 
signed your friendly neighborhood 

(other side of the tracks) 
Necromancer of Indecision 
chief balpeen hammer tester 
and bonepicker, 


Mustang Dwight 


An article devoted to Nirvana?! This is gonzo? 
Frat-dick school? Hello! Welcome to Georgetown 
you dumbass. You don't have to drive to W&M. 
Maybe you were "denied" (how trendy) a beer 
because you're a visable [sic] stupid fuck. 

A girl brought you a warm Busch?! What kind of 
self respecting gonzo journalist would miss a lead-in 
like that. That's a good paragraph of sarcasm alone. 
Wha'ts the problem? Too much fraternity political 
correctness in that pen of yours. 

What's up with all the "denied" and "homeboy" 
bullshit. Were you the white boy from high school 
who would come to class with all the new words he 
learned from Yo! MTV Raps. Word! Too fucking 
shallow and intelligent to form your own identity! 
You would resort to imitating the "lower class," like 
most of the poor little rich white boys before you, as 
your source of rebellion. 

But now you're in college, and you can look back at 
the cookie cutouts of yourself in the crowd and 
exhume yourself from that pit of immaturity and 
proclaim your coolness as a singular originality. It's 
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sure tough being the only cool college kid at an all 
ages show isn't it. Especially when these "hicks" 
and “rug rats" aren't as hip to all that alternative 
music info as you are. You’re gonzo as hell you pit 
fighting hipster. 
Damn, you failed that exam. But that makes you a 
cool dude, man. 

Bite me. 
Fuck You Cicero— or Why Smells Like William 
and Mary Gets Its Own Piece of Paper 


Peter Miller 
Burke, VA 


(Ed. Cicero is not a "rich white boy." He was born 
an raised in New York City, and nearly all of your 
accusations are false. Also, Georgetown U. does not 
have frats. This man sent us back a copy of the 
Gonzo, replete with his comments on every article.) 


Dear Whoever: 


I can’t really say why I’m writing exactly, 
but I will say that I sas subjected to an issue of the 
Gonzo that somehow wandered up here in the form 
ofa small stack at the entrance of my dorm. 
[Cazenovia at Wellesley College]. A friend down the 
hall pointed it out to me as she thought I might be 
interested. Well, let's face it- anthing with FUCK in 
the title is gonna spark some interest. 

I LOVED IT. PROBABLY TOO MUCH. 


Scattered images of Georgetown sprouted 
in my mind, man of which I can relate to for three 
reasons: I. Survival of 13 yrs. Catholic school 2. 
Need I say more than Wellesley 3. My friend at your 
wonderful institution informed me that attending G- 
town was “like going to school with Alex P. Keaton” 
and that everyone was into politics, with OF 
COURSE an eye on the presidency (wink, wink). 

We may not have anything nearly as 
wonderful as “Ye fucking Gods” but it is in my 
opinion that “Hillary a bitch may turn a few heads.” 


Things we like : Girls with Guns 


Drawing in flower print, 
Kelly Caballero [Wellesley] ‘97 


(Ed. Thanks, Kelly. I dropped off a stack during a 
spring break road trip up to New England. Send 
naked pictures of yourself or any other Wellesley 
girls and we will be sure to publish them. Cheers!) 


The article on pot seemed like it was written by a 
wanna-be-pothead who just read the inside cover of 
the Cypress Hill CD. In the future, if you are going 
to make an argument on legalization, concentrate on 
the issue of legality vs. morality. 

-Anonymous 


(Ed. If you read the byline, the copyright date of 
Biafra’s album is 1990, while Cypress Hill 5 “Black 
_Sunday” was released in 1993. Sorry to burst your 
bubble, but the hemp legalization movement has 
been around for a while, and was NOT founded by 
blunt-smoking rap stars. Get your facts straight 
before you make such statements, or you'll con- 
tinue to look like a fool.) 


Coming up Next Issue 


Feature: “Sick Man: Cicero's Reports from Turkey 
and the Middle East“ 

“Diaries of a Euro,” by Klaus Maria Francisco 
Claude Manuel Von Der Sauerkrautenbderg 

“Up Close and Personal with Vice President Al 
Gore dy Aeschylus 

Cicero's “More ways to Piss off People” 

Homer gets possessed in Healy Attic 

Ho-Ho-Gate. A Shocking Expose of Hostess Snacks 
on Capitol Hill 


The Georgetown Gonzo 


FREE SPEECH PAGE 


Survivor of a Different Holocaust 


Editors Note: I first read about James Cameron in 
the February 1 issue of the Village Voice. He 
provides an important perspective into a important 
chapter of American history that America has tried 
to forget. 


Dear Freedom Lovers: 

I am the only man known to be alive to have 
survived a Ku Klux Klan lynching, a lynching that 
resulted in two of my buddies being hung on a tree 
by a mob estimated at between 10,000 to 15,000 
screaming fanatics. 

I propose to have built in the city of Milwau- 

kee, Wisconsin, an edifice to house a Mu- 


and sacred nationality. But, most of all, my purpose 
for the erection of AMERICA’S BLACK HOLO- 
CAUST MUSEUM is to shame our dominant 
society into a compliance with the rules and 
regulations of a decent human conduct as set forth 
in t he Constitution of the United States of America; 
that there must me obedience and submission to 
rules of law and order by all of us if we are to have 
peace and security inside our borders. 

The estimated cost of AMERICA’S BLACK 
HOLOCAUST MUSEUM is two million, five 
hundred and eighty-seven thousand and five 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53216 


Self preservation—in its broadcast and noblest 
sense—is very much in evidence in the fund raising 
efforts of AMERICA’S BLACK HOLOCAUST 
MUSEUM. We black people and those of others who 
love liberty and equality of justice in our country, 
have tried every form of non-violence known to 
mankind to end the practice of lynching in our 
country-to no avail. What I propose to do can’t be 
put off any longer. Lynchings have not stopped in 
America. . 

They have merely changed their shape, 
form, fashion. The objectives sought after 


seum unlike any Museum you have ever seen 
in America. I propose to build, with your 
gencrous help, a historical monument to be 
known as AMERICA’S BLACK HOLO- 
CAUST MUSEUM. Our black Museum will 
show the genocidal tendencies of most of our 
dominant society toward black people, and 
who still use methods that are as ingenuous 
as those practiced by Hitler against the Jews, 

and are known the world over. This muscum 

will be uniquely American. 

Do you know that two years after the close of 

our Civil War, over the issue of black slavery 
in our country, that over 50,000 people, 
mostly the freed blacks, had been lynched in 
some form, shape, or fashion by defeated and 
disgruntled rebels who had organized 
wemsewes into groups ol Ku Klux Klans? 

We have tried every possible way to stop this 
carnage of black lives in America. Now, I 
propose to build this permanent memorial to 
this shame still plaguing an unoffensive and 
law-abiding people. SHAME TIME IS 
HERE! The time is now, while I am with you 
to get this project rolling! 

America’s Black Holocaust Museum has been 
incorporated as a tax-exempt and nonprofit 
organization under the laws of the state of 
Wisconsin. It is dedicated to the teachings 
and preservations of unadulterated American 
history, to the hundreds of thousands of 
lynchings that have occurred in our country 
and show no signs of abatement—lest we 
forget. 

We black people and others who love liberty and 

equal justice in our country, have tried every form of 

non-violence known to mankind to end the practice 

of lynching black people in our nation. What I 

propose to do can i be put off any longer. Lynchings 

have not stopped in America, They have merely 
changed their shape, form, and fashion. The 
objectives sought after today by our dominant 
society in black oppression are the same as they 
were in the hey-day of the Klu Klux Klan 

AMERICA'S BLACK HOLOCAUST MUSEUM 

CAN BE OUR WAY OF SHOWING NON-VIO- 

LENCE TO BE VERY VIOLENT! 

believe the completion of this proposed 
AMERICA'S BLACK HOLOCAUST MUSEUM 
can be the means of bringing about cataclysmic 
changes that will fuse our country into one single 


B LACK HOLOCAUS T 


AMERICA'S 


WHEN IN 


MUSEUM 

PERMANENT HOME ADORESS 

2233 NORTH 4TH STREET 
MILWAUKEE, WI 53212 


ony 


TOURS OF TEN OR 
MORE PATRONS— 
ONLY HALF 
PRICE! 


9AM — 6PM. 


9AM. — 5PM 


(SUNDAYS BY APPOINTMENT ONLY) | 


Bevy 62. — Savenay 


COME AND VISIT US 


MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN! 
Open on Holidays and 
Sundays by appointment 


OPEN SIX DAYS A WEEK 
MAY. THROUGH OCTOBER 


NOVEMBER THROUGH APRIL | 


MONDAY THROUGH SATURDAY | 


PHONE: MUSEUM (414) 264-2500 


today by those greedy and selfish in our 
dominant society through black oppression 
and exploitation, are the same today as 
they were in the heyday of the Ku Klux 
Klan. AMERICA’S BLACK HOLO- 
CAUST MUSEUM can be our way of non- 
violence being the most violent! 

I believe the operation of this AMERICA’S 
BLACK HOLOCAUST MUSEUM can be 
the means to bring about cataclysmic 
changes that will fuse our nation into one 
single and sacred nationality. But, most of 
all, my purpose for the opening and 
operation of 

AMERICA ‘S BLACK HOLOCAUST 


with the rules and regulations ofa decent 
and fair play human conduct role as set 
forth in the Constitution of the United 
States of America; that there must be 
obedience and submission to rules of law 
and order by all of us—if we are to have 
peace and security inside our borders. 
Shame time is here! 

|| Be publicly identified with a respected 
worthwhile cause. Receive great personal 
satisfaction —inner peace— if you will 
from the knowledge that you are lending 


hundred dollars. It is figured on a cost basis of 
$57.50 per square feet. The architect's fee for the 
Museum is $155,250. Furnishings for the Museum 
will total cost to build and start shaming, is approxi- 
mately three and one-quarter million dollars, which 
is a small price for a whole nation to pay for such a 
noble and enriching purpose. 

All contributors to this proposed landmark of pure 
American history are urged to send their donations, 
no matter how small, with your name and address 
printed on the envelope—so you can be given credit 
for same—to 

AMERICA'S BLACK HOLOCAUST 
MUSEUM, INC, 

ATTENTION; DIRECTOR-FOUNDER, 
JAMES CAMERON 

C/O NORTH MILWAUKEE STATE BANK 
5630 WEST FOND DU LAC AVENUE 


your support to further that cause. 
Cameron's Novel 

A TIME OF TERROR: a lynching in the 
North is an interesting and very original manuscript 
which I hope the public will enjoy reading. I have 
presented a fascinating and highly emotional true 
story about my escape from an attempted lynching. 
The story recounts the events that led up to this near 
tragedy for me in Marion, Indian $4 years ago. The 
material also reflects my own personal feelings as | 
underwent this harrowing experience and clearly 
illustrates the usual outcome of people trying to 
perform their own special brand of justice”. 

A TIME OF TERROR is a remarkable true story 
which highlights a darker period of American 
history, This is a revolutionary narrative in that it 
offers the viewpoint of a man who himself was 
almost a victim of mod rule, This work gives 
students of American history, as well as sociologists 
and the general lay public, much ammunition for 
thought 

~ James Cameron 
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TICKETS TO RIDE 


120 Words 


I can’t remember which came first, Post Modern MTV or 120 Minutes. 
For those who don’t even remember PM MTV. consider it the precursor to 
Alternative Nation, without a host as cool as Kennedy. The MTV marketing 
plan is simple, label something “alternative” or a “Buzz-clip” and people will 
want to listen to it and consider themselves persons of a more refined, esoteric 
taste. It’s quite humorous to consider what hoi la] polloi hits started out as 
“Buzz-clips.” The Spin Doctors, Pearl Jam, and Nirvana, which have all 
been heard by the masses at The Pub, started out as “alternative” groups. 
What does this say about how easily this Generation X, especially those who 
have bought into the corporate culture, can be played like a fiddle by the likes 
of MTV, which I thought was supposed to be our friend? Even those who 

consider themselves aware of this phenomenon cannot help but tune 


in. I mean, 
they might show 
that old Joy Division 
video. 

The one thing that 
pisses me off the 
most about 120 
Minutes is the replace- 
ment of Dave Kendall 
by Lewis Largent. This 
step by MTV demon- 
strates the depths to 
w hich they would 
sink to stay one step 
ahead of Friday Night 
Videos. During the 
mid to late eighties, 
the ultra- moussed. 
quasi- straight, not 
purpose- fully humor- 


ous Dave Kendall hosted the show which black-clad, suburban angst-ridden 
iconoclasts across the country would stay up till midnight on Sundays just to 
sce the newest in “college” music. Remember when “alternative” music was 
“college” music? Well, Dave fit the image his audience wanted. These were 
the days when the likes of Depeche Mode, The Cure , and The Smiths 
dominated the scene. Dave was the proverbial “boy with a thorn in his side.” 

Yet, I can clearly recall the dreaded sunny day that old Dave blew it. He 
had an interview with J. Mascis, right around the time “Green Mind” came 
out. Dave showed the Dinosaur Jr. version of “Just Like Heaven,” the one 
with the hand puppets. During the interview with J., Dave asked if The Cure 
liked the cover version of their hit single. J. said that he had spoken to 
Robert Smith and...Before J. even finished his statement, Dave fired back an 
inquiry of disbelief, “You spoke to Robert Smith of The Cure?” Three years 
earlier, that would have evoked the response Dave wanted. Every viewer 
would've turned to their poster of the wraithy waif and swooned, to think that 
this guy who covered the song actually spoke to Robert Smith of The Cure. 
But, that wasn’t the response Dave got. All across the country you could hear 
teenagers saying to themselves, “Who the fuck is this guy? What kind of 
fake, put-on British accent is that?” The World Violator Tour was over and 
so was Dave's carcer. 

Interregnum: Thurston Moore of Sonic Youth hosted once. That was 
cool. 

Enter Lewis Largent, grungster, under-achiever, X er, master of simile, 
metaphor and chiasmus. This young man, along with Kennedy, represents 
the Alternative Nation. He makes stupid comparisons like calling “How Soon 
is Now” the “Stairway to Heaven” of alternative music. The guy also likened 
The Gin Blossoms to The Bay City Rollers and Soul Asylum to The Grateful 
Dead. Dude, what the fuck are you thinking? This guy is now the zeitgeist 
and Dave Kendall is selling chummies on an infommercial, It pains me to 
watch the show, I mute Lewis’s commentary because it's so inane, | give my 
own commentary, (Tangentially, this is the appeal of B&B, We all give 
commentary to the T.V, all the time, as if it were another entity in the living 


room.) - Cicero 
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Red Tatters’ is Silk 


“Red Tatters”, the newest offering from multigenre-ed director 
Francisco Lepows, is a tight and bawdy romantic comedy-romp through 
modern day Chicago. No, it’s not Seattle, New York or San Francisco, but 
under Lepow’s signature omniscient eyebrow and smirk, he transforms 
Chicago into an enchanted, mystical city that could make Seattle look like 
Trenton. 

And did I mention there was a romance involved? 

The main character is a disillusioned ivy leaguer, Pagan Stamp (Hugh 
Grant), who, immediately after graduating Dartmouth, grabs a few friends 
and does The Kerouac thing. Upon passing through Chicago, however, 
Pagan decides to stay on, feeling an “indescribable calling bye, guys.” 
They drop him off at a gas station with a help wanted sign in the window. 
Stamp gets the job and the room upstairs, whereupon he delves into the 
classic literature he never actually read in school (Bronte sisters, Tristan and 
Isteult, Anna Karenina, etc). 

It is this Stamp that we meet as the film opens, sitting in the small 
station office under a string of fluorescent reading something romantic. He 
has taken a step away from the machine to follow his bliss, and yet he feels 
his real reward has yet to be known. He is right. 

For soon a disguised angel—real disguised, we're talking dapper 
lawyer with a Volvo and cellular phone here (John Uphart)—engages him in 
an early morning rumination on the nature of life, the female species and 
magic. The angel leaves with the following piece of future- telling: Con- 
tinue to do as your ticker tells you, and everything will fall in place. This 
will happen for you soon.” 

At first Stamp goes through his daily routine without the slightest hint 
of magic, but then, sure enough, one late night when he accompanies the 
tow truck man (amusingly played by Darrow T. Short) out to a remote 
highway job, they come upon an abandoned car. When Stamp goes to 
investigate the location of its owner, he comes upon a large bush, adorned in 
red—red tatters of silk. “Hello?” whimpers a meek female voice inside. 

Pointing his flashlight inside, Stamp see the most beautiful woman 
he’s ever seen in his life (Melissa Anderson), his jaw drops hard. Looking 
for aplace to pee, she explains, she tripped and tore her dress on these 
branches. It sure is a wonderful life, ain’t it, Stamp? 

After the most romantic fifteen-minute sequence you've ever seen in 
your life, comes the problem (oh yes, every romance has one). here the 
problem is, she disappears. Oh no. “The Vanishing”, you might think. Well, 
mixed with “After Hours” maybe. Because when Stamp goes looking for her, 
he not only meets some of the most interesting characters and subsequent 
personal cosmologies since Repo Man, but he (ugh!) realizes how much her 
loves her too. 

Which may also be one of the best things about Red Tatters—the 
peripheral characters, Sure the main romance is superbly done (co-scnipted 
by veteran Michael “It’s Only Love” Williams), but it’s the context that 
makes “Red Tatters” such a treasure Pagan and Megan are great on their 
own, but even more so surrounded by a city that—worlds apart from its 
chalky, grey-lunged wrist slashing image — Se ms to nurture a preternatural, 
secular humanist, idiosyncratic glowworm farm, Oh, the humanity! 

And with a lush cinematographic palette rendered by Pancho Salvo (of 
“The Emperor's Son,” among many more), the slighty magical-realist 
Cupid-struck Chicago world never looked so good either Not to mention 
some sizeable audio contributions by General Public, Morrissey, and Elvis 
Costello, as well as a few old Satchmo gems. 

And I don’t need to mention he finds her, do 1? 

Oh, I'm not giving away anything—what did you expect from the man 
who gave you “The Smog also Rises” and “Janna”? 

Thank you Lepows. New destination post- college Chicago —oh, that 
toddling town! They got coffee, too, don't they’? 


Homer 
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Adam Durwitz on Fame, 
Kennedy, and New York 


Will the Counting Crows go on to REAL 
BIG success, or will they merely turn into a one-hit 
band? I haven’ the faintest, but their sprightly and 
infectiously melodic pop song “Mr. Jones” made me 
buy the album last January, and when I heard they 
were coming to the 9:30 Club I immediately called 
up our old photographer, Memolo, a renowned 
groupie, and asked her if she could get us in for an 
interview. She said meet her there at eleven. I 
dragged along Cicero, who had never of the band, 
pumped him with a few cheap beers until he got 
stupid-drunk, and we sloshed out into the snow to 
hail a cab. 

It was the day the D.C. government told the 
city to shut down. 

When we got there Memolo got us in for 
free. Partly because the guy at the door knew her, 
and partly because he liked our first issue. We only 
caught the Crow’s last song, a cover of J. Chestnut’s 
“A Good Year For the Roses.” A friend of hers got 
us downstairs to the dressing room. “Be polite, just 

be polite.” he advised. We entered a tiny room. 
Only the Crow’s lead singer, Adam Durwitz, was 
there, being interviewed by local radio station 


where can one find... 


‘the best damn latte this side 
of the rockies’ 


‘a groovy place togstudy, relax, 


WHFS. We made our way in and sat down on a 
couch facing Durwitz on our left, and four blonde 
groupies on our right. Durwitz in person looks 
identical to his ectstatic, charismatic, prancing 
video-self. The room is charged with star power, 
and everyone laughs easily, a little too easily. 

Radio Guy: “How do you feel about the 
world changing around you now?” 

Durwitz: “Uh, flattering, a little scary, I 
kind of also wake up one day and know that 
something already happened and everything's 
changed, and you don’t see it when it happens. Like 
we, uh, we hit the top two hundred five weeks ago. 
We moved at least forty spaces each week since 
then. I jokingly said “well, we'll be thirty next 
week,’ and we ended up thirty-two this week. And 
that’s before ‘Saturday Night Live.’ [they are at 
present number seven in the nation] 

“It’s a little weird. All of a sudden people 
recognize me and everything changed when I got 
home. I had to unlist my phone number and I never 
predicted Id do that, I mean I had no perception of 
myself as someone who had to unlist his phone 

number. All of a sudden I’m getting like 3 to 4 
phone calls a day from 
anybody, from nice 
people, but it’s a little 
scary, a little weird.” 

Durwitz makes 
the signal like he wants 
to get out of there, and 
the radio people thank 
him and leave. Durwitz 
looks over at us, “Are 


or just ponderzthe infinite’ you guys all right 
ERY We stand up and 
A % game of candyland, stratego, introduce ourselves. I 
or Scrabble insprogress’ had just geet Durwi iz on 
BI-WEEKLY ary stows! NB GAN dend i ee 
OPEN MIKE NIGHT, £ 1 
4 POETRY READINGS before, so wanted to 
f goa det o e 80 EÀ ask him something that 
$ le actually wanted 
7 located near GU and AU campuses $ e e 
A 10% discount with Student id A \ e 
„ 4 enn 
£ 4 \trivia question oh the day for 250 off À imitating or funny?” 
4, J \ daily ‘specials $ 4 ee 


CN. II... 


Caffe E 


Espresso Bar & Coffee House 


3251 Prospect Street, NW. 202.342.9002 
5345 Wisconsin Avenue, NW - 202.537.6760 


she was great. Well, I 
wasn’t sure if her was 
irritating or funny 
before I met her but she 


was really great, and she 


even made artwork for 
me. I think I lost it—” 
Cicero stutters, 
“Did you like New 
York?” 
le x an artist, 


dumbass, of COURSE he LIKES NEW YORK 

“I love New York,” he says, rifling in his 
pocket for Kennedy s artwork. He pulls out an 
envelope addressed to him from her, pulls out an 
amateur-looking piece of watercolor. 

“This is a, a butterfly, I think her mother 
painted. So I was like ‘okay, well, ve re playing 
with the copy machine me and her, well make me a 
copy and then, it’s your art, like Andy Warhol. Just 
make a copy of it. So then, I left this for a sign and 
she sent it to me.” 

Cicero: “It’s kind of like a Rorscharch 
test.” 

“Yeah.” Pause. “She was funny, I mean I 
had a blast with her. She turned out to be really 
great. I think she was into the fact that we were 
bantering, did you see the thing?” 

Me: Yeah, I did, I did. You were kind of 
bashful compared to the videos. I mean when the 
video came on you were kind of like, ‘oh, here it 
ee 

“Well, you know totally different thing, 
singing, than it is talking. Singing is easy for me, 
it’s what I do naturally. Talking on TV is,” 

“It was funny, though, unexpected.” 

“I was trying to keep up with her though— 
Go to your room!” he says, recounting a particular 
piece of banter. 

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” 

Cicero, back to New York. “Did you play 
someplace in New York before SNL?” 
“Wetlands.” 

They try to go. “Well, thanks a lot,” I say. 

Cicero: “Well the smaller venues are—” 

Durwitz moves on to the groupies. 

“You guys wanna go to the hotel?” 

“We'll definitely go to the hotel!” 

Durwitz has a second wind, whirls suddenly back 
to me. “Do you have any questions?” he asks me. 
“No, that’s all right.” I decline. “We got some good 
stuff. We enjoyed your show.” 

“Well, I have a couple more minutes.” 

“There’s nothing I can really think of,” I say. 

We exited 9:30 into a Winter Wonderland. 


- Homer 


Learn How To 


PICK UP GIRLS! 
1-900-933-4050 


$3/min ADULTS ONLY 
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Mummers 


I've never, in my eighteen years of life, had a fun 
winter vacation. When I returned home, to the corny 
tinsel-and-Jingle Bells Philadelphia suburbs, haggard 
from my first semester of college, things were look- 
ing pretty grim. The peppy "Rockin around the 
Christmas Tree" sounded more like a dirge to me. I 
wanted to strangle someone -Salvation Army Santa, 
or doting, makeup-and-gold earring great aunt- it 
didn't matter which. 

I've always held a good deal of enmity for my 
suburban peers who always managed to come back 
from winter break with some new skin pigmenta- 
tion. They were either red and chapped froma fam- 
ily ski jaunt to Steamboat or Killington. Or, they d 
sport the Bain de Soleil poster brat look from a visit 
to their rich grandparents in Boca Raton. I had it 
tough. The farthest I went was 2 miles away to my 
grandparent’s castle on Christmas Eve. I never went 
anywhere. 

Every adult relative and friend of the family has 
taken to running me through a gauntlet of trite ques- 
tions and hackeneyed small talk about college. I don't 
really feel like putting up with the requisite grilling 
about my first semester at Georgetown: 

“Hey, how’s Georgetown?” 

What I say: Oh, it’s okay. What I mean: Oh. I hate 
it. people are ridiculously stupid here, I would drop 
out immediately if it weren't for the friends I made 
here, 

“So, I hear you are transferring...” 

What I say: Yeah, I'm sending out apps to Colum- 
bia, NYU and Harvard. What I mean: Basically, I 
have Ivy envy. I wanna go to better school. I didn’t 
apply to any wuss Ivy League schools during senior 
year, only the big Y and the big H... rejection from 
both places. Like I would pass those shits up for 
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by Aeschylus 


Georgetown? I wanna be surrounded by nerds. smart 
people, I wanna get my ass kicked intellectually. 

“Wow. How come you’ re transferring?” 

What I say: I want a more liberal education, School 
of Foreign Service is very directed and narrow. What I 
mean: I don’t want to be forced to take 2 more years of 
economics. I don’t want to be a corrupt, soulless, hypo- 
Critical policy wonk. I don’t want to be among stupid 
athletes in the College, or the greedy, shallow rat bas- 
tards in the business school , so staying in Georgetown 
is out of the fucking question. 

“Boy you're hair sure is long. who's your barber, 
kyuk kyuk.” 

What I Say: Oh, I’ve been too busy to get it cut. 
What I mean: fuck off. don't you have anything better 
to do than to futile poke trite fun at some college stu- 
dent, besides, you’ve wasted your life away...you’re 
nothing. Look where you are now. You’ve pissed away 
your mindless life slaving away in some white collar 
office, working for the man because you were too stu- 
pid and whipped to break free. Catch my drift? 

“Ever thought of getting it cut?” 

What I Say: I’m thinking of getting a trim pretty 
soon. What I mean: No. 

And so on...I’ve been putting up with this from 
everyone I know since I got here. So you can see why 
I'm reluctant to socialize with anyone... “EBS” as my 
friend used to write under shallow, carbon copy year- 
book messages from brain-dead JAP s in his class(Like, 
I'm soooo happy we got to be such good friends this 
year, You are *such* a nice guy. blahblahblah Have an 
awesome summer! blah blah) Enough Bull Shit.” 

I was surrounded by everyone, High school teach- 
ers, friends, and worst ofall, family. Zombies of bullshit 
were converging on me, during my vacation ofall times, 
like “Invasion of the Body Snatchers,” I dealt with this 
abruptly and decisively, One night, afer having Spent 
the entire day at a White Sale at Macy's and then win 


dow shopping for Ottomans, my parents wanted me 
to go out to a ridiculously ostentatious French restau- 
rant downtown. It was seven o'clock. The reservations 
werre for 7:45 sharp. My mom called up to me "Are 
you ready yet? Do your pants need to be ironed? Don't 
tell me you left your blazer at school.” I couldn't stand 
it. "We're leaving, now!" my father bellowed. I tore 
off my khaki pants and my oxford shirt. I wouldn't be 
needed them any more. I Tummaged through my clos- 
ets, among binders of old, worthless high school trig 
textbooks, and found what I was looking for: my set 
of light green Snoopy the Football Player sheets, re- 
plete with yard lines. I grabbed a pair of scissors and 
began to tear them up into long strips. "What are you 
doing up there?" shrieked my mom. I jimmied open 
the window. A biting Philadelphia gust rolled in. I 
tied the sheet. strips together, and anchored them to 
my bed. I strapped my backpack on, took a deep hit of 
cold air, and leapt out the window, repelling all the 
way down the wall, eight stories to the ground. I ran 
out into the street. I could recognize the impatient 
hollering of my mother. I sprinted to the comer, and 
whistled for a cab. Like clockwork, one came and I 
climbed in. I glanced at the visor, looking at the driver's 
credentials. "Hey Ramesh, take me to the fucking air- 
port. I'm going to Miami!" 


Westward Hoes 


I had a place to go, but where would I stay? As 
the first semester was winding down, I was spending 
a lot of time with a female Gonzo staffer. We got quite 
friendly, and she invited me to come down to Miami. 
At that point, I still wasn’t very close to her, and didn’t 
know her very well, but my best friend and his family 
were in Key West visiting Ernest Hemingway (don’t 
ask) so I figured if things turned sour with the female, 
well then I could just go to Key West. This possible 
romance, factored in with the dire need to avoid Phila- 
delphia family served as the impetus for the trip. One 
question- a very important one, still lingered: How 
would I get there? 

The cheap bastard that I am, I found a $140 round 
trip flight on American Trans Air. This company 
seemed dubious and sketchy from the get-go. For in- 
Stance, the passenger is entirely at the mercy of their 
capricious flight schedule. I have to stay in Miami 
until July of 1996 when their next flight leaves for 
Philadelphia. When I first called to reserve a flight, 
find out where I can pick up my tickets, they told me, 
“Well, we don’t have our own counter, at the mo- 
ment.” The lady went on: Look for a midget with a 
Jupp fruits t-shirt on. He will give you a piece of yellow 
String that you tie around your ankle. Walk outside. A 
light blue Volkswagen will pull up outside the termi- 
nal. Climb into the back seat. Look under the left floor 
mat. You will see a maxi-pad. Take it and open it. In 
it will be your boarding pass. Don’t forget to give the 
driver your yellow string.” “And by the way,” she 
added, “no luggage, and wear really, really, really 
warm clothes.” 

I knew it would be a no-frills flight, but I did't 
know to what extent. A friend who had heard of Ameri- 
can Trans Air said that you sit in on a lazy boy re 
cliner, with a whole bunch of Strings attached to the 
feet of birds. 

T have the terrible sinking feeling that I'll get to 
the terminal, and see a sign saying, “Welcome to 
American Trans Air Bus Lines!" A thirty hour bus 
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pLAT DU OUR 


ride I've seen it all before. I once was on 2 bes for 17 


Stopped the bas and strip searched all of ws for drags 
done while Check, but more thorough, and 
= handcuffed Plus I never had a doctor who 
spoke with a southem accent and chewed tobacco. It 
would seem like a good idea 
to sit in the back in the seat 
that actually has 3 seats, ex- 
tra legroom, you'll be able 
to stretch out and nap, and 
all that You don’t take into 
account, though that you 
are about a foot away from 
the lavatory. Greyhound 
bus bathrooms are like a 
microcosm of a Calcutta 
outhouse, except people in 
Calcutta clean the out- 
houses every so often. Not 
only is there the rank, 
hanging stench of auto toi- 
let, but it turns out that you 
have neighbors- usually 
two friendly migrant work- 
ers whose hacienda doesn’t 
have a functioning bano for them to lavarse Even 
worse yet, you ll probably sit next to a crack addicted 
mother and her 41 screaming kids. Zoinks! I sure hope 
American Trans Air is indeed an airline. 

As it turned out, American Trans Air wasn’t all 
too shabby. The plane itself was enormous, with ten 
‘seats in each row. | niced up a window seat The woman 
next to me was blase... not a word was exchanged ex- 

cept her waking me up and telling me that my muffin, 
apple, and juice had arrived. Both the muffin and the 
apple looked pretty sketchy. I took a token bite of the 
muffin, just so the chef wouldn't feel bad, then stuffed 
it into a napkin, and stuffed that into the standard 
plastic drink tumbler. That's one of the few things I 
like about planes... the drinks. They always give you 
the drink from the can, and give you the entire can. 
Tis a nice, secure feeling knowing that even an airline 
chef can’t mangle a can of Seven-Up. For some rea- 
son though, they always seem to have Donald Duck 
orange juice, rather than any normal kind of apple 
juice. The plane ride was average, a little turbulence 
over the Canary Islands, but nothing too spooky. They 
showed a movie, though, which I refused to pay for— 
it was “The Man without a Face,” starring Mel Gibson 
as a disfigured but sage recluse who teaches a young 
boy to do some stuff which I didn’t figure out because 
I was too busy reading. It was pretty ridiculous and 
trite, though. I kept waiting for the boy to kiss Mel 
Gibson so that he would morph into some buff prince. 
Didn’t happen. But I did make it to Florida in one 
piece. 
Fort Lauderdale received me with its warm, dry 
palm tree arms. The female was waiting for me in the 
hot, dry palm-treed airport. We zipped down to Mi- 
ami, passing through Cooper City, the gem of Florida, 
the crown jewel of the South. Cooper City: “We're not 
just graffiti, we're jai alai, and dog racing too!” 
We got back to her house, and I unpacked all my stuff. 
The fool that I am, I left all my summer clothes (read: 
2 pairs of shorts) back at my dorm, forcing me to bor- 
row some from a friend at home. While they were 


shorts, my fiend didnt em They were marred 
with dark syrup stains, and infested with crumbs. We 
got some eats and mezndered all over the city. 

Miami is a queer, tippy town. Everything is in 
English and in Spanish, nearly all the buildings are 
one Story, making the city look like one big, sunny 
Puerto Rican trailer park The colors are ridiculous 
too. Instead of paint. it seems that the house builders 
must have cut up old 
hideous golf pants 
and pimp suits and 
pasted the puke-pas- 
tel fabrics to the flat. 
stucco walls of the 
buildings. 

Miami seemed 
like another world, 
in comparison with 
my home in the rust 
belt Northeast. Ev- 
erything was so 
spread out that you 
needed a sherpa 
guide with a car and 
good knowledge of 
the highways in or- 
der to get around. 
Don’t get me wrong, 
though— there were some highlights. 

For instance, not only did I see the posh island on 

which Vanilla Ice resides, but I visited the high school 
where the rap ubermensch fraudulently claimed to at- 
tend. Said Ice:”Miami’s on the scene, just in case you 
didn’t know it. too cold, too cold.” South Beach was 
fresh. Lots of buff, tanned men in hot pants zipping 
around on rollerblades, and city blocks of gay clubs 
interspersed with old Cuban grocery stores. Much to 
my chagrin, though, there was a noticeable dearth of 
grocery stores demographically aimed at old, gay Cu- 
bans. 

Things went well with the female and I. So well, in 
fact, that I didn’t get down to Key West to stay with 
my friend. So well, in fact, that we are now married. 
and have two young sons., both boys. 

So after a week of pleasant, worry-free cruising around 

the Miami 
area, I made it 
back to the air- 
port, where I 
found out that 
my plane was 
going to be de- 
layed- bad 
weather of 
some sort in 
Philadelphia. 

After memo- 
rizing nearly 
every item in 
the Duty-free 
store and figur- 


ing out seven 
different ways 


to hijack the Mery Griffin Paradise Island Resort jet, I 
heard the news I had been waiting for, news as sweet 
sounding as a mother's lullaby: “Now we would like 
to begin preboarding— all passengers with young chil- 
dren, handicapped passengers, and elderly passen- 
gers.” "What about really, really smart passengers?” 
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I mused aloud “I think I should de able to pre-board.” 


Insert subtitle here 


I would've liked the flight much better if the stew- 
ards and stewardesses had worn faded threadbare 
purple tee shirts with the company logo ironed on in 
glitter letters 

There was same genius of a stewardess who was 
wearing three inch heels. What kind of a smart-guy 
move is that, seeing that they spend at least half of the 
flight on their feet, not to mention the fact that is a 
disadvantage to be taller cause youhave to bend down 
anyway to talk to the passengers and wipe the retch 
off their mouths after they boot and wake them up in 
the middle of deep sleep to tell them to put their tray 
up, or to ask them if they want those corny shitty head- 
phones so they can listen to the preprogrammed bile- 
riffic radio featuring Tom Jones b-sides and Julio 
Iglesias and Linda Rondstadt, or some corny, oh-we- 
must-try-so- hard-not-to-offend -anyone PG-13 corn- 
ball movie. Screw her, and her high heels too. 

I thought stewardesses were supposed to be pretty. 
Leave it to those damn lawsuits. Now really fat stew- 
ardesses are allowed to keep their jobs. And old, wrin- 
kly ones too, and the ones with moustaches, and hair- 
sprouty moles. I wouldn’t touch any of these nasty 
freaks if I was passed out and my cyes were gouged 
out and I had the super duper infrared beer goggles 
on. I'd sooner carve up a hole in the seat in front of 
me and carry on with my jolly fricatives. 


Returning to the dregs 


So I had just returned from sunny Miami where I 
was free of the cold weather, free of bullshit, free of 
worry, and found myself trapped in an ice storm. It 
seemed that all the northeast got snow, except Phila- 
delphia, which Mother Nature, going along with the 
standard “Hey let’s shit on Philadelphia” mentality, 
saw fit to slather 2 inches of ice on all the roads. After 
praying to the good lord Jesus Christ and sending some 
money to Robert Tilton, my mother and I somehow 
got the car out of the driveway, and made it up to the 
jewelers, where I had to return a watch that I had got 
for Christmas...it was just too fancy. I knew that the 
bullshit was about to begin once again. 

I get there, and the 

old man jeweler reluc- 
tantly lets me in. He 
hauls out several thou- 
sand watches to show 
me- cory, rich bastard 
Bulova pieces and 
such. “White’s nice,” 
he kindly explained, 
“But gold shows that 
you’re a bit higher up 
the ladder.” 
Hmmm. What ladder 
could that be?” I mused 
to myself. “Oh.” I sud- 
denly realized the so- 
cial escalator to which 
he was referring— the 
let's see how greedy and skew-prioritized and rich 
looking we can be” ladder. 

“You know what the three things that they notice 
when you walk into a boardroom are,” he demanded. 

“Uh, no,” | replied insouciantly, I felt like Beavis 
and Butthead, being tirelessly lectured by Mr. Ander- 
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Feature Continued.... 
son, the show’s token old man. 
“Your suit.” 


“It’s over.” I thought to myself. Like a Catholic 
priest taking his vows of chastity, poverty, and hypoc- 


Tisy, I myself vowed to NEVER EVER work a 9 to 5 

suit job. 

“Your shoes,” he said. “Are your shoes shined.” 

“Yes.” “Yes suh. I done shined my shoes all purty 
en nahce,” I thought to myself. “Who the hell does 
this guy think he is?” 

“And the watch you're wearing.” 

“But of course,” I thought to myself. If he had 
worked in some seedy sex shop, he would’ve given 
me the shoes and suit shtick, but instead of saying 
“watch,” he would ve said, and the type of love-doll 
you ream on those cold, lonely nights.” 

I was feeling a bit too Nader to fall for any of his 
shit. “I’m sorry,” I bullshitted, “but I really don’t 
like any of these watches.” 

“Do you know what kind of watch Bill Clinton, 
the president of the goddamn U-nited States of 
America wears.” 

“Uh, no.” I uttered. I care. I really do. Tell me. 
Tell me oh wise one. You’ve perked my curiosity so, 
master of all things shiny, tell me, tell me now. I’m 
oozing. 

“He wears a goddamn Timex. Can you believe 
that? The president of our country wears a Timex, a 
goddamn child’s watch.” 

Nearly falling asleep during this tirade, I 
squeezed out an “Oh” of feigned attention. 

“A goddamn child’s watch,” he repeated. “What 
kind of message do you think that sends out?” 

“I don’t know,” I replied...Of course I know... you 
can wrap a loaf of your shit around your wrist and it 
doesn’t matter. The watch that you wear doesn’t 
mean jack shit. I didn’t want a fight though. I just 
wanted to get my money back and to get the hell out 
of there. 

“Are you sure you don’t see anything you like?” 
He was determined not to give me any money back. 

“Very sure.” He proceeded to take about twenty 
minutes to give me a refund. This process included 
two phone calls, several glances at a calendar. 
Finally, he arose from the dubious olive-and-gray 
dregs of the World War II era back room, with two 
pieces of paper, neither of which looked like money. 

“Here’s a check for the refund, and here’s a 
credit slip for the tax. I sent the tax in, already, 
unless you want to sweat it out in Harrisburg.” Not 
wanting to have anything to do with Harrisburg, I 
tacitly signed the receipt. : 

“Some day, some time, you'll be able to use the 
credit.” 

“Yeah,” I thought to myself. I was so flabber- 
gasted that I couldn't even think of anything witty to 
think to myself.” Whatever Thanks,“ I seethed, 
and held out my hand. 

He muttered something incomprehensible, and 
shook my hand with as much zest and vigor as a 
miscarried fetus, I high-tailed it back to the car, and 
carried on with my business. 

So that was my winter vacation- like a bell 
curve. Bullshit, then fun, warm Miami, then more 
bullshit. My trip in Miami was a funky, syncopated 
solo in the staid, 4-4 funeral dirge of my winter 
break. 
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So, I came to visit for a week before 

my imminent departure for a semester abroad. It’s 
nice to come back to visit Georgetown when you 
have no commitments. Sleep late, get drunk, no 
classes to worry about. But, it is also a drag to be 
third wheel and act diplomatically when your 
host’s roommates are gelling again, the sight of 
which makes you puke. The following is an 
excerpt of a tirade that I reeled off when the 
pressure became too much to bear. 

My girlfriend and I returned to her apartment 
about nine on Saturday evening. We had spent the 
day shopping and were getting ready to prepare 
our evening meal. Simultaneously, two of her 
roommates were preparing to go.to The 
Tombs. It was the coldest 
night of the year and she, 
who wouldn’t go out 
during the day, was about 
to embark on a trek from 
the hearth of Henle to 
the shining light in 
Georgetown 's night. 
“Oh, how ‘white 
hat’,” I stated. 
“What do you 
mean by ‘white 
hat’?” she 
asked. 
Then, I 
began to 
explain: 

“White 
hat’ is 
going to 
The 
Tombs, 
chilling at The Cross, cooling at Champions, 
wearing a white Hoya hat, or that of a Midwestern 
Big Ten state school football or basketball team or 
New England Prep school, pearls and a sweatshirt, 
the Saab daddy gave you as a going away present, 
resume building, “Firm” aspiring, Grisham 
reading, Baywatch watching, the old Prep school 
tee-shirt, dressing the same as all your friends, 
believing that Budweiser is the only beer in the 
world, blue jeans and rugby shirt, set off by tan 
bucks older than your black Lab, buying a Tombs 
sign for seven grand, going to the Career Center 
knowing that Daddy will get you a job or a spot in 
grad school anyway, hooking up, social and 
political apathy, economic sufficiency based on 
parental pampering, not personal perspiration. In 
a phrase, tres Georgetown.” 

“She acknowledged my explanation with a 
cursory “Fuck you,” and was out the door. She 
joined her Cro Magnon companions in Riggs and 
went off to The Tombs, | feel safe insulting these 
people because they only know me by the nick- 
name my girlfriend's roommate gave me, Also, 
they're probably too thick to know who I’m 
talking about. I've only met them about thrice, 

but every fucking time I go to my girlfriends 


How to Entertain Yourself 


and Insult Your Girlfriend’s Roommate 


apartment, I hear about how cool they are. They are 
not cool, they re fucking scary. I feel safe because 
they are seniors and I will be abroad when they 
graduate. (Enough clues, yet, Biff?) 

While The Fury was out being oh-so very, my 
girlfriend and I feasted on a seven course dinner, 
watched Aladdin, which I only did to show my 
gratitude fro the gastronomic delight (I harbor a 
deep disdain for the Disney ideal), saw SNL and 
called it a night. At four in the morning, my 
slumber was disrupted by The Fury. She came in, 
all too eager to tell us about her hook up, who was at 
The Tombs, where the other housemate was. I was 
ill. Now wide awake, I chose to engage her. 

“I was talking to [the guys in] Riggs (insert # 
here) and they said that you must be really insecure 

to be labelling people like 
that,” was what I 
heard from 
the bottom 

bunk. 
“Oh, 
really, did 
you come 
up with 
that Pop 
101 
bullshit 
all on 
your own? 
Or did a 
Psych 

major help 

you out? 
Look, if it 
makes me 

insecure to 

label that which disgusts me, so be it. Why do 
you think I’m going abroad this semester? I already 
passed my goddamned proficiency, unlike you, and 
the reason I’m going away is because I really can’t 
fucking stand it here anymore because of all the 
goddamned white hats. Call me Senator Joe, but I 
think these people are a real fucking problem. Who 
the fuck let them in here?” 

“My insecurity, if you call it such, stem from the 
fear that dolts like this will be running the show, a 
show I don’t want to see. My insecurity is that 
unless I do something to separate myself from such 
inanity (is that a word?), I will either become like 
them, which will be the death of my soul, which will 
be the death of me, or even worse, I will be unable 
to survive in the world they create. Do you know 
what that not surviving means? It doesn’t Mean 
death, it means the most grievous of sins in 
America, poverty, So, fuck all y'all.” 

I was so livid, I couldn't even stay in the same 
room with her anymore. I went to sleep in the 
living room, She probably passed out before I 
finished the whole of my speech. It doesn’t matter. 


-Scipio Africanus Maior 
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Duck Foo: A 
Play in I Act 


(Enter Ming Mao) 

Ming Mao: “Hello Master.” 

Wise Teacher: “Hello, my pupil. We shall begin 

your next lesson little one. 

Ming Mao: “Oh no, I am not worthy to learn the 

Style of the Duck.” 

Wise Teacher: “The time has come. Do not 

disobey. Observe my technique.” The teacher 

squats down and flaps his arms, quacking softly. 
Now you try, little one.” (Ming Mao squats down 
and falls backwards.) 

Ming Mao: “Teacher, this style doesn’t work. 

Look, you have no center of gravity, you are left 

vulnerable 

Wise Teacher: “Shut your mouth. Do not question 

the Duck style. It has served the Chow Po warriors 

for centuries. Disobedience not part of Duck style.” 

Ming Mao: “But master, the Chow Po have been 

extinct for centuries.” 

Wise Teacher: “Insolent child!” (Teacher raps 
Ming Mao sharply on the head with a stick). “Child 
with mind of shit gets flushed down toilet. Say, 
what’s that noise in the garden?” 

Ming Mao: “I didn’t hear anything.” (Four men, 
armed with big wooden sticks enter the dojo.) 
Thug One: Old man, sit down and die. Death has 
come to you.” 

Wise Teacher: “Never. I will not submit to your 

Fang Shin decadence.” 

Ming Mao: “Teacher, listen to them. Do as they say. 

Maybe they will be merciful,” 

Wise Teacher: “No, Ming Mao. I will use my Duck 

style...” (teacher squats down and starts to quack) 

Thug Two: Duck style, huh...” (he beckons to 

another thug) “Chang Wu. Look at this.” 

Chang Wu (Thug 3): “Heh. The old man looks like 

a duck. Well, you know what we do to ducks.” 

(Chang Wu bludgeons teacher with a stick. )” We 

kill them...and then we...” (He brandishes a knife 

JSrom his orange robe) cut their head off, and then 

we...Hey Sal, bring the truck around to the back...” 

(A burly Italian man enters, wheeling an enormous 

crate. Two thugs assist him in opening the crate. 

They remove the wooden planks, revealing a huge 

Jenn-Air oven) “...and then we cook them.” 

(A man in French chef's attire stumbles in, carrying 

a bag of groceries. He places a lemon, various 

herbs, broccoli, water chestnuts, and miniature corn 

on the oven.) 

Jean -Mare: Ecez evahrythang sateesfactoray 

weeth you, MONSIEUR?” 

Chang Wu: “Yes, very good Jean-Marc. Prepare 

the vegetables. You, Chang Wu, put the “duck” in 

the oven. Sing Yee, set the table. Remember, fork 
goes on the left hand side, and the knife goes on the 
right.” 

Chang Wu: (Turning to Ming Mao.) “You sec little 
one, when you act like duck, duck hunter kills you, 


Return of the Holy One 


Let’s talk about this 


need to be accepted 
by everyone. 


urope, one thousand years ago: cities 
being burned, lands destroyed, geno 
cide, brother fighting brother, economic 
Tuin, and widespread fear that the end of the world 
was at hand. (Not much of a difference from 
Europe today). And all this because of some 
Tidiculous Biblical belief that the Millenium would 
bring Armageddon, Ragnarok, brimstone and 
judgement and assorted unpleasant things. Yes, 
boys and girls, the return of the Big J.C. Himself. 
All this is just prelude to our extrapolation on how 
Jesus would behave were he inclined to return 
these days. Which brings us to .. 
Top 10 Things I would Do If I Were the Mes- 
siah 
10. Product Endorsements. “Because I’m not just 
the President of the Hair Club for Men . I’m the 
Messiah! “ 
9. Justify the existence of Christian rock bands. 
Give them talent. 
8. A career in music. “The Jimi Christ Experi- 
ence”: Led Zep’s Stairway to Heaven, Aerosmith's 
Angel, Rolling Stones’ Sympathy for the Devil. 
7. Television Programs: To hell with 
televangelists, spread the word of God via a 
Christian cajun cooking show. Sample Recipe: 
“Body of Christ” cereal: 


distributed by LEVIN REPRESENTS 


2 parts flour 

1 part (holy) water 

pinch of salt 

No need to add yeast; rises by itself after four days. 
Serving Size: one multitude. st” 


6 & 5. International Sex Symbol. Last time we 
heard tell of the Man with the Pierced Palms, he 
was sporting long hair and a goatee. He predated 
grunge by two thousand years. What's to keep him 
from being voted People magazines Sexiest Man 
Alive 1994? And he can finally do that centerfold 
with the cross for Playgirl ... or the twelve month 
calendar 

4. The Coming of the Lord, sponsored by Trojan 
condoms: The Immaculate Contra-Ception. 

3. The birth of Christ, Comedian. Finally, what 
we've all been waiting to see: Jesus onstage, telling 
jokes about Sam Kinison. 

2. Put the Gonzo staff writers in charge of revising 
the Bible. With an expanded, illustrated, in-depth 
version of the “begat” chapter. 

1. Revise the Jesuit code (Poverty, Chastity, and 
Obedience’ for any of you students, or Jesuits for 
that matter, who may have forgotten). Substitute 
Sobriety for Chastity and see how long it takes the 
administration to shut down the Tombs and start 
selling condoms on campus. 


-by C. Valhouli 


fresh duckling? Seng Fao, Fan Lo, get the child. 
Sing Yee, set the table. Remember, the fork goes on 
the left. and fold the napkins all fancy-like.” 


downriver.) 
Chang Wu: “After her! After her you morons!” 
Ming Mao: “You killed my teacher!” (shouting 


(The thugs leap at Ming Mao, but she quickly bursts 
through the paper wall out into the garden, and runs 
Jor the river. She leaps a motor boat and speeds off 


cooks you in a wine sauce, serves you with veg- over her shoulder) “I will avenge his death!” 


ctables, and after the soup and salad courses, he cats 
you.” (He turns to his cronies) “How about some 


- Aeschylus 
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Hamlet on dorm rooms 

“I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself 
king of infinite space,” (II,ii,256-7) 

Hamlet on orientation week: 

“The undiscovered country from whose bourn/No 
traveller returns,” (III. i. 80-1) 

Hamlet on late-night study sessions: 
POLONIUS: What do you read, my lord? 
HAMLET: Words, words, words, (II. li, 192-3) 
Hamlet on recovering from late-night study 
sessions: “To dic, to sleep,/No more...” (III,i,60-1) 
Hamlet on dorm food: “At supper...a certain 
convocation of politic worms...” (IV, iii, 18,20-1) 
Hamlet on bureaucracy: 

“For who would bear/... The insolence of office, and 
the spurns /That patient merit of the unworthy 
takes. (III. i, 70, 734) 

Hamlet on the Pub: “We'll teach you to drink 
deep ere you depart.” (I, ii, 175) 

Hamlet on the morning after: 

“Why, what an ass am I!” (IL,ii,593) 

Hamlet on the administration: “Mect it as I 
should set it down/ That one may smile and smile 
and still be a villain.” (. v 106-7) 

Hamlet on course requirements: “There are niore 
things in heaven and earth, Horatio,/ Than are 
dreamt of in your philosophy.” (. v. 156-7) 

Hamlet on exams: 
“To be honest, as this world goes, is to be one man 
pickt out of ten thousand.” (II. it, 178-9) 

Hamlet on final grades: “There is nothing good or 
bad, but thinking makes it so.” (I1,ii,251-3) 
Hamlet on ass-kissing: 

“Tis as easy as lying” (III. i. 375) 

Hamlet on deceiving roommates: “When he is 
drunk, asleep, or in his rage; / Or in th’ incestuous 
pleasure of his bed...” (III. it. 89-90) 


- Tink 
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Welcome To The Pit 


“Get Up! Get Up, Get on your Feet!” 
- Ministry 


“Adrenaline starts to ſlow, Vou' re thrashing all 
around Acting like a maniac.. Whiplash!” 
Metallica 


In the past thirty years the manner in which crowds 
react at concerts has changed dramatically. In the 
1960's the object of the concert experience was to 
get high, by trying so called “acid tests” before they 
became illegal, or simply toking up and listening to 
the sounds of groups like Moby Grape, and the 
Grateful Dead. In the 1970's this style was still 
popular, except that the music had changed from 
Psychedelic to Moronic, with bands like Foghat and 
Asia taking the pole position. In the carly 80's, in 
the glorious days of Punk Rock, there 
was a split in the scene. Speed Metal 
developed the Headbanger, while 
groups like Black Flag and the Misfits 
encouraged more violence towards 
others in the crowd, and prehistoric 
forms of mosh were thus created. In the 
modern age of concert mayhem the Pit 
has become the latest step in this 
evolutionary process that began with 
dropping acid and listening to the 
Dead, and ended with dropping off 
balconies and stage diving. 
Because of this transformation the days 
of just standing at a concert and 
flicking your Bics when the barid went 
into its love song are history. Today the 
crowd at most concerts will throw their 
Bics on stage if the band slows down = 
for too long. The Pit has become a 
reoccuring phenomenon at concerts of 
various musical classifications. Be it 
Nirvana or White Zombie, the Pit is 
like a universal constant that unites the 
worlds of Alternative and Punk with 
Metal and Industrial. The result of the 
new arrival of the Pit to nearly all forms 
of college music is that many people are ignorant as 
to it’s rules and regulations. The best analogy to 
this ignorance would be to compare a night in the 
Pit to a night having wild sex. Both leave you 
soaked with perspiration and tired, and while sex 
may be unsatisfying to some, the Pit is almost 
guaranteed to satisfy your need to release all of you 
pent up aggressions. The problem is that there are 
no how-to guides to teach survival skills in the Pit, 
unlike sex which seems to be the topic of every 
magazine article in the mainstream press. There- 
fore, I, your trusty Gonzo writer, and full time Pit 
explorer, will share with you the Secrets of the Pit. I 
will divide this exploration into three parts, the first 
being dedicated to the uninitiated who have only 
dreamt of the Pit and want to get involved. The 
second part of the voyage into the Pit covers the 
intermediate level of Pit euiquetie. The final level of 
exploration is my seminar for advanced students 
who want to learn the tricks that separate you from 


e 


the rest of the crowd (Upper level students only). 
001-Intro,Level Pit Management 
This section is designed for those of who find 
themselves with ticket in hand, ready to head out to 
that Smashing Pumpkins concert, but still unaware 
of what happens in a Pit, and knowing nothing 
about Pit survival. This first topic that must be 
addressed in any introductory lesson is the proper 
attire for a night of dancing and slamming. Boots 
(Combat or the hip Doc Martens) are highly 
recommended, but if those are unavailable, a pair of 
high top sneakers will do nicely. Low top shoes and 
various sandals are an invitation to serious toe and 
foot damage, Remember to tuck the laces of your 
shoes underneath the shoe, because having an 
untied lace flapping around on the floor in the midst 
of a pulsating mass of people is a very frightening 
thing. If you are lucky your lace will just snap when 
. 


someone steps on it, but if you trip and fall you 
could be in for a world o hurt. Long pants and a 
short sleeve shirt that you care little about should be 
worn. Do not wear a long sleeve shirt or you will 
pass out from heat exhaustion, and do not buy a 
concert tee-shirt until the show is over, I have seen 
many new shirts torn to shreds only minutes after 
being bought for twenty or so dollars, During the 
violent pushing and heaving of the Pit people will 
use the backs of T-shirts to hold onto, so don’t feel 
ashamed to grab onto someone, and don't think 
someone is coming on to you because they have a 
firm hold of your sleeve. Long hair and long 
earrings are also a way to be seriously hurt at a 
show. Hair should be worn in a pony tail or placed 
in a hat, and long carrings should never be worn, I 
have witnessed carrings being pulled out leaving 
behind blood and scar tissue trail. 

To avoid being elbowed, kicked, stomped on, and 
otherwise mauled, there are three rules you should 


live by The first and most important concept to 
grasp is that of the ‘funky chicken’ as some affec- 
tionately call it. The funky chicken is a stance that 
people who would like to escape the Pit unscathed 
should assume, Just like the dance, the funky 
chicken calls for you to extend your elbows out, like 
the wings of a chicken, and crouch down a bit so 
that you center of gravity is lower. By doing this 
most people will bounce off you, and you will be 
able to weather the tempest known as the Pit. It 
may scem foolish, but when you think you are about 
to die in a Pit, remember the funky chicken. The 
second rule that you should live by in the Pit is that 
you must not only keep your eyes on the people 
around you, but you must also stay vigilant to the 
threat of someone landing on top of you. The closer 
you are to the stage, the more risk you are in of 
being landed upon by a crazed crowd surfer. 

Always be ready to put your arms up to prevent 
crowd surfers from crushing you, and 
try to avoid their fect. One of the most 
painful experiences in the Pit can be a 
Doc Marten in the face. The most 
important,(some deem it the Golden 
Rule of the Pit) and potentially 
lifesaving idea you want to keep in 
mind is the procedure for getting up if 
you fall down in the middle of an 
angry Pit. Keep calm even though you 
are about to be pulverized by a thou- 
sand boots stomping in unison to 
‘Territorial Pissings’. Grab anything 
you can, (no bodily appendage is off 
limits) and pull yourself up. At 
alternative concerts you can usually 
count on someone being there to lend 
you hand to help you up. At more 
violent concerts like Ministry or White 
Zombie, do not expect any help, if 
anything, expect someone to step on 
you on purpose. Also beware of 
columns at the 9:30 club and clse- 
where. I have seen many a Pit dweller 
struck down by these columns in the 
prime of their lives. 

Once you have passed the introduc- 
tory level of Pit management, and have been to a 
concert where you have been able to put your newly 
acquired knowledge to the test, you are ready to 
move to the upper level courses of Pit studies. 

124- Pit Theory and Practice 

Now that you have mastered the fundamentals of 
life in the Pit, there are many intricacies of the Pit 
that you should also learn about. One of the most 
important is the random appearance of a Mosh Pit 
inside a ordinary Pit. Mosh Pits are formed when a 
belligerent group of people band together and start 
running around in circles, pounding on anything 
that is in their way, These people usually are 
searching for other people to run into at high 
velocity, and the majority of disfigurements that 
occur at concerts are because of Moshing. If 
inflicting pain is your thing, than Moshing is 
perfect, since it is impersonal pain you are inflict- 
ing, and you cannot be thrown in jail for doing it. 
For the average person with a low threshold for 
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Diff’rent Strokes Fan Club 


in Memory of Charles 
Bukowski... 


Wednesday night, March ? there was something about Georgetown Basketball and Charles Bukowski 
was dead. “Charles Bubinski? Who's he play for?” It was spring break in New Orlcans and there is an 
energy in tht city that is vital and rambunctious but still desperate, even when the streets arclaughing. 


There were artists and poets and drunks (and drunk artists and pocts) roaming the French Quarter that 
g. “Bukowski’s dead!” None that I 


night but there was nobody careening naked through the streets screamin, 
noticed anyway. But there was a sign in a bathroom in a bar on Bourbon Street that read: “TOILET 
P PER 
DISPEN ES 
FROM 
OTTO” 
and he might dig that, dead at 73 ina hospital not at a typewriter with a “loaded and heavy” old whore on 
the bed listening to Wagner. But the HOYAS are in the tournament. 6 lines the next morning on the front 
page of the “Life” section of the Louisiana paper. 6 lines, that’s a Life, friend, that’s a life. “We waste days 
like mad blackbirds and pray for alcoholic nights.. 
Charles Bukowski was born in Germany in 192 


o and died this March at the age of 73 of pneumonia in a 
hospital where he was being treated for leukemia. During his life he published more than 45 books of 

and prose and drank a lot of red wine. If you've got the time, pick up a copy of The Days Run Away 
Like Wild Horses Over the Hills or Notes of a Dirty Old Man. Then get drunk and watch “Barfly” and 
annoy your friends for months with an annoying Mickcy Rourke as Bukowski impression, “Yeah, man, 
yeah...” Or don't-Bukowski’s not going to care now, if he ever did. 


- Marquise de Sade 


Top Ten Reasons Dead People: 


Make Better Lovers 


1. They're always hard 
` You don’t have to buy them dinner first 
. Foreplay not a problem 
You'll never get a screamer 
No committment required 
It's never their turn. 
Some have glass cyes 
. They never have a headache 
vou don’t have to sleep with them when 
you're done 
10. Eye socket sex allowed 


uo puv aiquioz qoy 


CeOIADWSEYND 


Join the Gonzo 


While we have the best writers in the world, we 
are looking for more. We hope to corner the 
market. Call (202) 965-2865, write us at P.O. 
Box 25621Georgetown Station, Washington 
DC 20007, or send us email at 
gonzo@mary.iia.org Pledge Gonzo, dammit! 


You know you want to. You hang with cool 
people, get free beverages, but most importantly, 
you will be a part of the MOST IMPOR- 


TANT PAPER IN THE 


WORLD. Can you turn that down? No. I 
doubt it. No means yes. Call now. Operators are 
standing by. 
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Tool of the 
Month 


1345 


What do 
little boys 
keep in 


their 


pockets? 


And other interesting 
facts... 


ve heard if you mix it with 
pineapple juice, it makes it taste 
. Of course, I’m not sure 
about the mixing procedures. that's 
up to your imagination...” - Little girl 
at writer’s meeting 

“Homer, I have a question. Ifa 
girl was giving you, you know...would 
you be offended if she spit it out or 
pulled away at that crucial moment? 
C'mon Homer, I need to know...yes 
Homer, this is strictly hypothetical. 
Homer. (click)“ 

“I always figured that the guy 
would be so grateful that you would 
actually consent to, you know, that he 
wouldn’t even notice little details like 
that.” Lady Jane 

“There's always that little life- 
saver trick they taught us at peer- 
counseling” - Ballerina Girl 

Just so you know where we're 
coming from, we've come to the 
conclusion that to come to a full 
understanding of the issue it will be 
necessary to come out of our shells 
and face this issue up close. 

Everybody's got a sced to sow, 
and we must come to the point where 
we realize the substance of this often 
sticky subject. It’s nothing to come 
undone about, really, but the hard 
truth is looming there, silently 
between us. In our driving thirst to 
come into this knowledge, we may 
come upon a tension so dense and 
murky you could cut it with a knife 

It's a tough subject to dig your 
teeth into, but someday we can hope to 
drink from the fountain of truc 
enlightenment: 

Makes Great Milkshakes: The 
nutritional breakdown is quite odd. It 
can be compared to that of olive oil, 
only it has more sodium. Like olive 
oil, there is a shocking amount of fat 
per teaspoon (the average serving 
size) 
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There is a certain etiquette 
involved in its consumption. It is 
unwise to sink your teeth directly into 
it, as there is only a small quantity 
available. You are not at the gas 
station. It must be coaxed forth, 
sometimes with considerable effort on 
your part. Just think of a drinking 
fountain that doesn't work properly. 
You may ask, why this effort for so 
small a prize? 

“I like the fact that every guy has 
his own unique flavor. I guess it 
depends on what he ate that day, or 
how long it’s been...” 

-Lady Jane 

“I love the fact that a simple slip of 
the tongue can create earthquakes. 
It’s like bringing an old volcano back 
to life.” Ballerina Girl 

“And they re so grateful...they can’t 
admit it, but I can see the awe in their 
eyes. And I know what you mean 
about the shuddering.” -Lady Jane 

“It’s nice and warm, and it makes 
my knees rattle...I'd have to think 
about it, it’s such a divine experi- 
ence.... No, spit or swallow doesn’t 
matter... I figure it's in her hands 
anyway.” -M “B” C 

“It’s not a topic that comes up 

pretty...most girls I've met have been 
pretty negative.” -Al from Jersey 

“The thing that disgusts me is 
that they want to kiss you when 
they're done.” -Whining Willie 

“It’s one of the things I find 
troubling about the world. I think the 
world would be a better place if 
women were slightly more inclined” 

Chris the Displaced 
Dysfunction of the month: a dry 
white season Keep those letters 
coming!!!! This month’s dysfunction 
comes to us from Boone, North 
Carolina. 


Dear Lady Jane, 


My girlfriend has a problem, and 
now it's my problem too. She refuses 
to cat or drink anything except semen_ 
Al first I was psyched and flattered. It 
seemed like a nice quid pro quo 
arrangement. But it's been a year now 
and our sex life has all but disap- 
peared in the round of daily feedings. 
She's lost an alarming amount of 
weight, and my penis feels like it's 
going to fall off How can | tell her 
that 1 don't have any left to give? 

-Dry Dave, Boone, N.C. 


~ Lady Jane 
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Drug Page ! 


Toad Lickin’ Good 


Every generation has had a 
drug of choice that exemplifies 
their lifestyle, whether it was 808 
Yuppie cocaine or 70s quaaludes. 
Toad juice appears to be in the 
forefront of the latest drug-wave 
raging across American college 
campuses. 

The greenish-brown toads 
that produce the secretion, Bofu- 
Alvaris, are found in the Sonoran 
Desert in the Southwestern United 
States. They produce the liquid as 
part of an evolved defense mecha- 
nism against predators, Contrary 
to popular belief, the toad is not 
licked or the juice drank. These 
practices have sometimes proven to 
be toxic. Stephen Goldstein, A 24- 
year-old freshmen from Narberth, 
Pennsylvania, explained the 
process for extracting the juice and 
ingesting its power. 
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“I squeeze my toads, named Otto 
and Maude, at the juice glands with 
all my might. I squeeze it onto flat 
glass then IMMEDIATELY put it 
into an airtight container, to retain 
freshness. When it dries, we put it in 
a pipe and smoke it”. 

The glands, located behind the 
eyes, legs and forearms, fill up about 
every six weeks. It produces enough 
for about five or six trips. Only 
about one match-tip’s worth of dried 
juice is good for an intense 20 
minute trip. 

“Sometimes, we do two match- 
tips, just to be safe”, Goldstein 
added. 

The intense trip is more power- 
ful than LSD or mushrooms, but not 
quite as hallucinogenic then folklore 
would have it. It is more similar to a 
marijuana high, but in exponential 
proportions, It is also said to be a 
powerful aphrodisiac, Kierstan 


Sullivan, a pre-med major from 
McLean, Virginia describes her 
first “toading”: 

“It tasted like model glue”, she 
said. “I took a few really deep 
breaths and got it into my lungs. 
You feel it immediately creeping 
down your spine. Within ina 
minute, I was on the ground, 
thrashing around. I had no control 
of my coordination and a total loss 
of muscle control. I couldn’t speak 
or anything. It was great.” 

The trip doesn’t last long, and 
there is about a one hour recovery 
period, when you slowly gain 
control of your appendages and 
speech. After recovery, the side 
effects are minimal. 

“I always get big-time 
munchies, but that could be 
because I always smoke a little 
dope to help me come down”, 


Goldstein said. 
“My face hurts from smiling so 


much during the trip,” said 
Sullivan. “My Dad told me that its 
a lot like DMT.” 

The male toads are about the 
size of a baby’s fist and the female 
about twice that. Their diet 
consists mainly of common field 
crickets, which makes upkeep 
inexpensive. 

“I think it’s great that not only 
do you get really spliffed, but they 
make great pets”, Goldstein said”. 
I've really grown attached to 
them, to the point that I don’t like 

squeezing them dry, even though 
they don’t seem to mind. Some- 
times, I just sneak up behind them 
and yell. That makes them secrete 
enough for a good time”. 

While possession of toads is not 
illegal, local ordinances should be 
consulted before toading is at- 
tempted. Furthermore, the toads are 
a protected species, which makes it 
unlawful to remove them from their 
habitat. Almost all sales are made 
on the toad black-market, where 
they can cost as much as $25 each. 
Toaders think that the trip is well 
worth all the shady dealings. 

“I consider the experience to be 
deeply religious”, Sullivan added. 
“I mean, you're completely in sync 
with nature. A toad is a gift from 
God. It's warm and velvety,” 


- Mickey Marin 


Kitchen Kapers: 


How to make Pot 
Brownies 

The goal: 
To be able to consume cannabis in 
an efficent way that avoids the 
negative effects of smoking on the 
lungs. Baking brownies (in addi- 
tion to being a fun kitchen project) 
is just the solution. 
The method: 
1. Get a box of brownie mix from 
your local Safeway or other grocery 
store. We recommend Pillsbury 
Fudge Brownie mix. 
2. Measure out the amount of 
vegetable oil required by the mix 
and pourit into a glass jar. Put the 
jar in the middle of a pot of boiling 
water. 
3. Drop your active ingredient into 
the jar after removing stems and 


Bills got the munchies... Hillary, get 
out the pots n’ pans! 


seeds and breaking up into a fine 
texture (at least an eighth is best) 
and leave it in the heated oil for at 
least an hour. During this time, the 
THC (the active chemical in can- 
nabis which is fat- and alcohol- 
soluble) will dissolve into the 
vegetable oil. The double boiling 
method is more efficient than 
directly heating the oil, since even at 
the burner’s lowest setting, the oil 
may become too hot and cause your 
cannabis to burn up. 

4. After an hour or so, remove the 
jar from the water and allow the oil 
to cool. Then mix the batter follow- 
ing the instructions on the package 
and using the specially-prepared oil. 
You can filter out any remaining 
particles of green matter from the oil 
before mixing if you like, but it gives 
the finished brownies an interesting 
texture if you do not. 

&. Cook, let cool, and chow down. 


~ Joe Tripper 
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Drug Page2 


Your Brain On Government Propaganda 


ou know how people get Teally 
teks about pot? They should be 
ually outraged whe 
about the hot new drug with the Sears N 
The best place to look for it would not be South- 
a 8 Petter] of a club in New York, or 
the parking lot outsi 
2 Hills, 802 e eee, oe ven 
drug are probably to be fo d aes Ohi 
E und in your average 
white-bread small town or suburb. Users, mostly 
junior high and high school students, report 
perceived warping of extremities, reduction of 
mental functions to those of a reptile, and a 
vague awareness of being fucked up in an 
amazing way. There are a few occasional fatal 
overdoses on so-called “robo”, but they have not 
yet been prevalent enough to make parents, 
schools and police band together against this 
newest threat to society and public health. In 
fact, most users of robo simply pick it up for 
a few bucks at their local drugstore 
without getting any hassle from anybody. 
You may be familiar with robo yourself— 
in doses about 10 times smaller, at least— 
as Robitussin DM, the staple of the medicine 
cabinet with the great cherry flavor. 
It is possible, but not probable, that the Food 
and Drug Administration will someday an- 
nounce that it has moved robo to Schedule I, the 
list of substances prohibited for any purpose in 
any circumstance. People would gradually adjust 
to life without robo, so much so that in 90 years 
they would never be able to believe that back 
then, people used robo pretty openly— or at least 
the ones who took it in relatively small doses for 
its alleged medicinal value. In 2084, the ones 
still doing robo would be the ones brewing it 
themselves with crude chemistry equipment and 
selling it and the occasional bad batch of it to 
addicts on the street for $200 a bottle (not 
accounting for inflation, of course). 
If the thought of drinking cough syrup to get 
high doesn’t really appeal to you, you are prob- 
ably like most people. Yet most people almost 
certainly wouldn't advocate making Robitussin 
illegal just to keep some kids from killing 
themselves with it. Why, then, is marijuana 
illegal? Although pot is not necessarily harmless 
to the health to use, I know that no one has ever 
died from an overdose of it, and so I keep on 
using it. But even though I feel I am fully 
informed about pot and the health risks of using 
it, I am nonetheless breaking the law. Of course 
we break the laws against cannabis in order to do 
something we like, but that doesn't necessarily 
mean that we have freed ourselves from those 
laws. After all, we all feel some guilt about 
breaking the law, even if it is a law we don’t 
agree with. For example, most of us sneak around 
to some degree in order to smoke pot or just to 
hang out with other stoners, not just io keep from 
getting busted, but also to keep other people from 
finding out about us. 
After all, if they found out, what would they 
think? Lurking in almost every stoner's subcon- 
scious is a stereotyped image of the pothead 


burnout who cannot be a productive part of 
society, it is the very fear of being seen by other 
People as this stereotype that keeps us from 
standing up and saying that there is nothing 
wrong with smoking pot. Why feel insecure about 
being a person who likes to get high? People who 
drink beer, smoke cigarettes or do robo, for that 
matter, probably don’t share that insecurity, 
because society has developed the commonly held 
view that if the government hasn’t made it 
illegal, it must be OK. 

Inversely, the existence of laws prohib- iting 
cannabis has the effect of 
making 


lieve 
that there 
is something 
inherently bad about cannabis and its users, even 
if they rationally know better. If you think that 
you don’t believe that to any degree, why don’t 
you go tell all your friends that you smoke pot? 
Or why do most pro-legalization activists spend 
so much time apologetically promoting the value 
of hemp as a fiber and as a medicine, rather than 
just saying that they like to get high? As long as 
we have such an attitude, the laws will never be 
changed, because no one will be willing to come 
out and defend our ability to make our own 
decisions about pot. I am not trying to make the 
point that we should only obey those laws that 
suit us; rather, that we shouldn’t let the laws 
impose an artificial moral belief on us if there are 
no good reasons backing it up. 
So, how did pot become so evil? It was probably 
influenced in large part by the TV ads from 
Partnership for a Drug Free America, like the 
one featuring the near-flatline EEG of a stoned 
14-year-old. (It was later found, incidentally, that 
PDFA had completely forged the EEG reading, a 
fact later publicly admitted to by the director.) 
PDFA has a lot to gain with its negative cam- 
paigning— the largest sponsors of PDFA are 
none other than Philip Morris and Anheuser 


Busch. Likewise, we have a lot to gain by 
proving the stereotypes about pot users false. If 
you want to make a difference and help bring 
about legalization, the first thing you can do is to 
improve the image of cannabis by showing people 
that you smoke pot and that you can be moti- 
vated, coherent, intelligent and successful. 
It looks pretty promising for the stoners to all 
finally be able to come out of the woodwork right 
now— more and more clothes with hemp leaves 
on them are starting to appear, the Clinton 
administration has decided to review the possibil- 
ity of relegalizing cannabis for medical purposes, 
and movies like Dazed and Confused and music 
by groups like Cypress Hill are gaining 
widespread audiences— all signs that people 
are starting to become more accepting of 
pot. Let’s take advantage of this thaw in 
the hard-line rhetoric of the drug war 
and work to make a difference 
before it is too late. Become 
more completely informed 
about cannabis so that you can 
at least tell the anti-legaliza- 
tion people some true facts to 
replace their misinformation 
(no, it doesn t accumulate in 
the reproductive organs; no, it 
doesn t kill brain cells; no, it 
doesn t necessarily induce 
someone to quit their job and 
Sollow the Dead) As far as the 
real health risks of pot go, 
they don’t have to be an issue 
either. The risks can either be 
eliminated (through eating 
instead of smoking) or reduced 
with smoke filtering devices (aka 
bongs). 

: Such things we already know. Not 
everybody does. Some people, as a result of 
hearing only about the dangers of “drugs,” might 
be inclined to group pot together with substances 
like heroin, cocaine, or PCP. This is usually not 
their fault, since it is hard to come across accu- 
rate information without actively looking for it. 
But their negative attitudes toward stoners can 
become even worse if the only stoners they come 
into contact with are secretive types who appear 
to have dropped out of society, congregating in 
locked dorm rooms to... smoke pot? snort coke? 
shoot up? If they ask you about what you do, 
being open and honest about it is probably a 
better idea than making up a bad lie, because if 
they can trust you, they won’t feel as threatened. 
The “you have a beer/I’ll have a bowl” approach 
usually works pretty well in that type of situation. 
Stoners of Georgetown, enjoy your copy of the 
Gonzo and the useful information we have 
provided for you on the drug page. Believe it or 
not, there are more of you on this campus than 
most people would believe. If we all come out of 
the hotbox this year, it will surely make 
Georgetown a nicer place to live. 


- Joe Tripper 
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By its very nature, reporting 
on the rebelling efforts of others is a 
quixotic assignment; like many other 
pursuits, such as political assassina- 
tion and curling, rebelling is seldom 
recognized and appreciation is usually 
expressed only by bored arresting 
officers. In most cases, the only 
people who are fully aware of the true 
genius of a particular prank are the 
perpetrator and the victim. The 
brilliance of many rebelling schemes 
thus remains unpublicized in these 
cases because, for the most part, if a 
prank is carried out truly adeptly, the 
victim or victims ain’t going to want 
to say too much about it, for fear of 
being made an object of ridicule for 
friends and family for years to come. 
On the other hand, if a prank is done 
so well that it manages to publicly 
humiliate the victim, those responsible 
generally don’t say too much, at least 
before the statute of limitations runs 
out. Thus, some of the true artistes of 
the rebelling field go for the 


Thus, for the 
most part, it’s futile to try to keep up 
with the endeavors of our fellow. rebels 
out there. However, every once and a 
while, the diligent connoisseur o 
rebellishness getsa little taste of what 
his compatriots around the country are 
up to—sometimes it comes from 
newspaper stories, sometimes from 
word-of-mouth accounts, other times 
over the internet. By keeping abreast 


of the latest developments in rebelling, 


the conscientious rebel not only ~ 
increases his own catalogue of 
rebelling stories, but the also feeds his 
or her own creative processes, making 
it possible to wreak ever more havoc 
on members of a complacent and 
unexpecting society, Remember—the 
informed rebel is a more dangerous 
rebel. 

Sometimes, just flipping through 
the newspaper, or via the peeled eyes 
of friends who share my interest in 
rebelling, I happen to find one of 
those rare nuggets of rebellion that 
truly inspire. In recent months, I have 
been lucky enough to have a few such 
encounters with genius, One came in 
mid-December, when the glorious 
Gonzo editor and general Georgetown 
malcontent, Brock Cunningham, sent 


Campbell visited 


) 


Georgetown’s Own 
Demolition Man 


me a little item on my e-mail, that, I 
presume, he culled from one of the 
various deranged news groups 
available to those who are on the 
internet. Brock—-egghead that he is— 
sends me a lot of stuff, usually 
philosophical insights from his wide 
variety of neurotic friends, or else 
“friendly” hate mail about my pen- 
chant for taking liberties with the 
concept of deadlines. However, this 
case was different. 

The headline blared 
“PHONE CALLER DE- 
STROYS A HOUSE”: This 
naturally grabbed my atten- 
tion, I proceeded to read 
about the strange case of one 
Mark Campbell, as told by 


Chronicle It 


the property one 
day and found 
that it had been 
inexplicably 
reduced to rubble. 
Of course this 
happened in 
California, Where 
houses are 
reduced to rubble 
all of the time. This is principally 
because the settlers of the state 
decided to build their major metro- 
politan areas on what may be charita- 
bly called the sphincter of the planet. 
However, as Campbell knew, there 
had been no seismic disturbance 
lately, What Campbell did naj yet 
know was that he had not been the 


victim of any natural disaster or case 
of mistaken identity, but instead had 
become the victim of a truly brilliant 
rebelling scheme. 

The mystery began to unfold 
shortly afterwards, when Campbell 
received an angry phone call from a 
state employment agency. The house, 
as it turns out, had been demolished 
by 75 temporary workers hired out for 
the day from the agency--now they 
wanted their 
moncy. 

According 
to the Chronicle, 
the whole 


f Candel! 
l of Candell 
Construc- 
tion Co, in 
San 
Leandro 
called the 
[California] 
State Devel- 
opment 
Department on 
Thursday to 
Tecruit the 
workers. He 
said it was a 
hurry up job.” 
The workers 
arrived at the 


house the next day 


and found a work order tacked to the 
door of the house. They then pro- 
ceeded to level it. Candell had 
promised to come to the work site 
with a dump truck and clear it of 
rubble the next day, and to pay the 
workers at that time, 


Strangely enough, Candell 
never turned up. I imagine that 
Campbell, Campbell’s lawyers, the 
San Jose police department, and the 
State of California (not to mention 75 
burly, unpaid construction workers), 
are pretty much unamused by this 
terrific stunt, but hey, the professional 
rebeller can’t have too many scruples. 
Candell—if ever found out—faces some 
pretty serous time in the slammer. 
However, if he is a smart rebeller, he’s 
probably keeping a low profile right 
now. Sometimes, in order to pull off a 
particular prank, a quick run to the 
Mexican border is obligatory. 

As a “responsible” journalist, I'm 
required to take a skeptical approach 
to tales like the Mark Campbell saga, 


__ especially when they come in over e- 


mail. So, naturally, I decided to test 
out if, in fact, a demolition like that 
described in the article could actually 
happen. One afternoon during exams, 
as I was preparing to head home for 
the holidays, I placed a call to a local 
temporary work agency, which will 
remain nameless. A transcript of the 
conversation follows: 


Me: Hello, my name 
s John DeGioia and 
m from the Office of 
he Executive Vice 
President for the 
Main Campus of 
Georgetown 
University. 
Temp: Hello, 
how may I help 
you? 
Me: Well, I'm 
afraid we re 
having a few problems 
with our usual construction 
contractor—you know labor and all 
that—and I was wondering if we could 
contract out with you for a quick job. 
Temp: Sure—you know we do a lot of 
work for all those universities— 
Catholic and American and—did you 
say you were from George Washing- 
ton? 
Me: No, Georgetown. 
Temp: Well we do a lot of subcontract- 
ing there too—you know I’m surprised 
that you 
Me: Well what we're doing is trying 
to renoyate some of our investment 
properties in the neighborhood and l 
waswondering—er,..ummm— 
` Temp: You want the property cleared? 
Me: Yeah, cleared. 
Temp: How many men you think 
you'll need to do the job? 
Me: Ummmm....how’s 40 sound? 
Temp: Fine, What's the address? 
Me: 3617 O St. 
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Temp: And your name? 

Me: John DeGioia. 

Temp: D-E-G-O-Y-A? 

Me: Yeah, sure. 

Temp: Well, we'll be there at eight o clock sharp 
tomorrow morning Mr. DeGoya. 

Me: Wait—hold on a second—don’t you want my 
phone number or something? 

Temp: Oh, we don’t really need that... 

Me: [Nervous] Well here it is anyway-687-6400. 
Now make sure you call before you do this, ok? 
Temp: Oh, sure. 


[At this point, it started to dawn on me that this 


might actually happen, and frankly, the idea was 
scaring the hell out of me} 


Me: Well make certain you call—there might be a 
change of plans, ok. 

Temp: Sure thing Mr. DeGoya. Thanks for calling. 
Me: Sure 

Temp: See you tomorrow! 

Me: <gulp> Yeah. 


In the hours that followed, the enormity of what 
Į was convinced was about to happen hit me like a 
‘Tonya Harding hitman. The investment property 

was sure to get torn down now--how much are 
houses worth around here? 200 grand at least? Oh 
my fucking God—they’re really going to do it! 

My entire existence flashed before my eyes: 
they'd trace the call—no wait—had anyone seen me 
looking up the temp agency’s number in the yellow 
pages? I furtively looked out the window, waiting 
for the first wave of the coming FBI/DOPS on- 
slaught. “I'll hold out,” I thought--Koresh did, after 
all. Yeah, that’s it~create a media event and then 
end the siege by immolating myself in my dorm 
room. I began gathering flammable liquids. 

After dinner, I began to cool down a bit—I 
decided to leave an anonymous message with 
DeGioia’s office. Of course, the guy didn’t have 
voice mail. I thought of trying the temp agency, but 
the guy on the phone didn’t really reassure me of the 
chances that they check their messages too often. 

Finally, I settled on a simple plan-I would post 
a sign on the door of the condemned investment 


Property. I typed it out. It read: “DO NOT CLEAR 
THIS PROPERTY. Direct all inquiries to the office 
of John DeGioia, 687-6400.” I trudged across 
campus at 2 a.m. in the pouring rain to tape it up— 
“finally, perfect,” I thought, “as long as the people 
who live there don’t tear it down.” 

The next morning, after completing my last 
exam, I got in a cab to go to the airport. As we 
cruised down O St., I noticed quite a few workmen 
milling around outside the house—which was luckily 
Still standing. I sighed to myself with relief as the 
specter of becoming some large convict's “bitch” 
slowly receded. 


Another rebelling revelation came in mid- 
February, as I rubbed my eyes in preparation for my 
10:15 Government mid-term. I really needed to hit 
the books for some last-minute cramming, but 
fortunately, an article on the front page of the Post 
caught my eye, and I dispensed of any illusions of 
actually arriving to the test prepared. 

The article told of a German serial bomber 
called “Dagobert”, who has a 
penchant for elaborate plans and 
Disney comic books (Dagobert is 
the name used in Germany for 
Uncle Scrooge McDuck of Duck 
Tales fame). Dagobert has been 
planting bombs in department 
stores since 1988, demanding 
ransoms of as much as 800,000 
marks. The cops have tried to 

catch Dagobert on at least 17 
separate occasions, failing every 
time. ¢ 


where Hannibal and Mr. T 
convert an old El Camino into a 
small tank (wait--that was every episode). Accord- 
ing to the Post, “on the night of Jan. 22, heeding 
telephoned instructions under threat of another 
department store bombing, police went to a phone 
booth in Berlin, where they retrieved a key and 
detailed instructions directing them to an unused 
rail spur in the Charlottenburg section of the city. 
There they found a wooden box, which, when 
opened with the key, contained a two-foot-long 
homemade scooter powered by batteries and 
designed to ride atop a rail. Placing the money—-1.4 
million in real German marks this time—in a 
saddlebag as instructed, police pressed a red button. 
The contraption roared off at 30 mph down the 


BAGELS 


tracks with a posse in hot pursuit. Twice the 
pursuers tripped wires that detonated small explo- 
sive charges, apparently positioned by Dagobert to 
show him how close the police were.” 

Unfortunately for Dagobert, when the 
scooter was only 30 yards from his hiding place, it 
hit a spike in the railway bed and derailed. How- 
ever, on other occasions, his schemes have worked 
flawlessly. Once, he gave police a bag with an 
antenna and four electromagnets attached. The 
police, as instructed, attached the bag to a freight 
train. When the train reached Dagobert's hiding 
place, he used a remote control to demagnetize the 
bag, which he picked up off the railway bed and fled 
with. According to the Post, on another occasion, 
he directed police to put a bag full of money in “a 
large crate used as a sand repository for mainte- 
nance crews working on icy streets. Police techni- 
cians also surreptitiously installed a motion detector 
that would trigger an alarm whenever the sack was 
moved.” 

“Shortly before midnight the alarm went off, 
although no intruder could 
be seen from police 
stakeout positions. When 
they rushed to the crate, 
the sack was empty; upon 
Closer inspection they 
realized Dagobert had 
built a trap door had built 
a trap door in the bottom 
of the crate and positioned 
it over a manhole. Once 
again he had escaped, this 
time through the Berlin 
storm sewers.” 3 
Despite a $60,000 and 
1,400 tips to the police, 
Dagobert remains at large 


The downside to all of this, for Dagobert at 
least, is that he hasn’t made much money at all off 
of his various heists—in most cases his sacks turn 
out to be filled with worthless scraps of paper. Of 
course, he has blown up department stores in 
Hamburg, Bremen, Hanover, Bielefeld and Berlin in 
retaliation, and that has quite a thrill attached to it 
in itself, I imagine. 

All I have to say is—Potomac Mills, watch your 
back. 


George E Gordon 


ASSORTED 
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Batten 
Down The 
Hatches, 
Burt, We 
ot a 


Goddamn 
Food Fight 


s you reach the front of the line, a 

Aa fear seizes you. Doubts as to 

your ability to endure another meal tear 
deeply into your soul as you consider just getting out 
of line and running home. Just as you decide to bolt 
home, Rose extends her arm groping for your ID 
card. Gripped with an almost unbearable panic, you 
hand over the card. With a menacing grimace and 
utterance in a foreign language, she returns your ID. 
It looks like you are trapped once again in this hell 
you know to be the Rot. 

Sound familiar? For the student population that 
enrolled in any of the Marriott Meal Plans, it is an 
daily reality. The two student cafeterias on campus 
run by the Marriott Corporation can at best be 
described as an adventure for the appetite, but more 
aptly as a nightmare of culinary putrescence. From 
a turkey roll that is quite possibly toxic, to a 
hamburger that most certainly is, the food at 
Marriott ranges from bad to worse. But why face 
reality? It is certainly not pleasant to contemplate 
the appearance or the taste of the food during 
dinner. Talking to other people, while sometimes 
interesting, is not always diversionary from the 
sensory experience of the food. The solution to this 
dilemma is to opiate yourself so that you may pass 
through this experience emotionally undisturbed. 
Since opium is expensive, my choice for a substitute 
is to play games to soothe my fear of the food, and to 
divert my attention from whatever is on my tray. 
Since most games require items not found in the 
cafeteria, I have invented eleven of my own games 
that I hope will help you endure eating at the Rot. 

1. Float your Food 

For this game you will need to tear off one or more 
of the helium balloons that the Marriott staff tic to 
chairs on most theme nights. Also required is some 
imagination to create your very own Zeppelin. 
Tables of two or more can play against each other. 
The object of the game is to send as much food into 
orbit above your table as possible, without the 
balloon falling back. The table that can launch the 
greatest amount or most interesting food into orbit 
wins. Using the string attached to the balloon, 
napkins, and any other item you may come up with, 
you must design your own payload carrying mecha- 
nism (if you come up with any very interesting 
permutations, notify NASA immediately). The 
record for tonnage belongs to A. De Leon(CAS 96) 
when he launched about five curly fries. Don’t 
worry about Marriott employees objecting to your 
orbital experimentation, they are just as zany as the 
typical student. In fact, one of the managers may 
give you some pointers on aerodynamics. 

2. Mold a Message 

This game is a favorite of Art majors, and others 
who find that they just can’t express exactly how 
they feel about the food on the comment cards 
provided by the cafeteria. The requirements for this 
game are large quantities of food, preferably fries or 
pasta, and again your own imagination. The object 
of this game is to write a message on your tray using 
various types of food and sauces that conveys your 
true feelings and thoughts to employees that work 
behind the wall at the conveyor belt. The most 
innovative usage of food and sauces, combined with 
the relative wit of the message determine the winner 
of this game, Past winners have been a large 
“HELP ME!” written in fries with the addition of 


ketchup on the tray for realism. Other messages 
such as “The Horror, The Horror”, “Poison!”, and 
“Hi, Thanks for the food” have also been proven 
winners. Remember, the cafeteria staff depends on 
you for entertainment, so keep the messages creative 
and visually stunning. 

3. Ramble with Rose 

For the truly daring, Rambling with Rose can be an 
enjoyable as well as enlightening experience. The 
objective here is to get Rose to scream at you, or if 
you lucky, kick you out. While at first this game 
appears difficult, if you have ever spoken with Rose 
you will understand that the beginner as well as the 
advanced player can have some success at provoking 
Rose. Past winners have used tell tale phrases such 
as “I don’t have my ID”, and “Can I leave to go to 
the bathroom for a second?”. The real champions of 
this game use more sophisticated ploys, like coming 
in to Marriott covered with mud, or coming in 3 
minutes after closing and begging Rose for mercy. 
Responses like “You drive me Crazy.”, and “You get 
out”, are not unheard of in the history of the game. 
Warning: Do not provoke Rose repeatedly or she 
will call her fellow Marriott employees to do ‘bad 
things’ to you. 

4. Steal Everything 

This game is a Marriott classic, a game that I can 
take no credit for. The title is a self-explanation of 
the rules and the objectives of this game. The 
contestants of this game are judged in two areas, 
quantity and style. In quantity competition whole 
sets of silverware and plates being taken are not 
unheard of in the long tradition of this game. The 
style competition is far more subjective, and often 
difficult for the beginner. Some past items of 
novelty that have been stolen include theme night 
props, trees, employee pictures (for trading with 
your friends, an anonymous source claimed “Their 
better than baseball cards. All I need for a set is 
Dirk the Hamburger guy and an Anne all-star 
card.”), Christmas trees, etc... A recent winner 
stole a dozen flowers for a date later that day and 
won the competition for that week. You too can win 
and become a Georgetown legend, so start practic- 
ing now and maybe we will write an article about 
you. 

5. Karaoke!, Karaoke!, Karaoke! 

If the very name of his game makes you ill, you are 
not alone. Many people despise the musical 
bastardization of their favorite songs, and loathe the 
ear-splitting volumes at which “You've lost that 
loving feeling” and other such musical masterpieces 
are played at. For this reason 

Karaoke]. Karaoke]. Karaoke], is a two player game. 
One player sings trying to induce vomiting among 
the captive Marriott audience, while the other 
players must sit and force what they think is food 
down their throat. Obviously the singer has an 
advantage because some people puke because of the 
food, regardless of the music being played around 
them. Therefore the real prestige is won when one 
is able to hold down any sizable quantity of food, at 
least until leaving the cafeteria, This game can be 
won by the listener if they have and iron stomach or 
if they are completely deaf. Another game after 
cating is called, “Find the singer and beat the living 
hell out of him or her” but alas, it takes place 
outside of Marriott, and therefore will not be 
explained in this article. 
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Food Fight, cont. Cry “Marriott” and let fly the dogs of Marriott 


6. Discover the Contents of Dinner 
For those who like a good mystery novel, or hope to 
work for the FDA someday, this game is tailor made 
for you. The objective is to take guesses as to what 
the food on your tray consists of, and then taste it to 
see if your predictions are correct. Popular items on 
the menu for this game include the hamburgers, 
anything in the Mexican/Chinese food bar, and 
usually the main entree. Guesses that are often 
made as to the ingredients of these popular items 
include rat, bugs, mud, spit, and human flesh. The 
latest puzzle to come along in this game has been 
Bulgarian Monastery Soup (I am not making this 
up; Fact is far stranger than fiction) which no one to 
date has been able to identify. 
7. Attain Andre's Attention 
This game is my personal favorite, and I recom- 
mend it to all who are brave enough to participate. 
The objective is to say something to Andre that will 
break him out of his cycle of “How are you doing 
today/That’s good” and will provoke him to actually 
speak to you. My latest attempt was this sentence; 
“I'm doing fine, except for the blood that keeps 
coming out of the closet where I stored the chopped 
up remains the four coeds living next door to me. 
Alas. I was unsuccessful with this attempt; he only 
responded by saying “try to get more sleep”. My 
experience, however, does not mean you will also 
fail in this noble quest. I recommend a more visual 
technique rather than a verbal one. In the future I 
will impale myself in front of him with a Marriott 
issue razor sharp knife, or possibly pull out a gun 
and demand to know the recipe for those tasty rib 
sandwiches. 
8. Jamaican Jerk Chicken 


This is not really a game, but more of what Winston 
Churchill called “A mystery rapped in a riddle, 
inside an enigma.”. What specifically makes it 
Jamaican? Is it a Jamaican recipe or is it just 
cooked with pot to add flavor. More importantly, 
what in God’s name is Jerk Chicken, and why are 
Jamaicans 
jerking on the 
chicken to 
begin with? 
If you have 
the answer to 
this question, 
or if you just 
like to jerk 
chickens, 
write to the Gonzo and tell us! 
9. What’s that Smell? 
A keen olfactory sense is needed for this game, 
which pits your nose against the often confusing and 
disturbing smells of the food in the cafeteria. The 
player of this game is blindfolded and is asked to 
identify specific smells emanate from food placed 
under their noses. This game is much harder than it 
initially looks, since the many odors of the Marriott 
kitchen can easily be confused with other less 
thought of smells. Some examples of common 
mistakes include mistaking the smell of pasta for 
toilet water, the smell of an Italian sausage for that 
of rotting flesh, and the smell of a cooked rat for a 
hamburger. Be careful not to confuse the smells of 
the individual Marriott employees with the food. To 
prevent this type of error, play this game using 
Marriott employees instead of food, so that these 
employee odors can become immediately identifi- 
able to the player. 


10. Three Point Shoot-out 

This game is perfect for all the aspiring Larry Bird’s 
of the world, or anyone else who likes to play 
basketball. The necessary requirements are some 
small chunks of food, or used napkins. The objec- 
tive is to fill your opponent’s cup with as much 
refuse as you can, rendering his or 
her Pepsi undrinkable For better 
results, you should not know the 
opponent you're playing against 
personally, and you should not tell 
your opponent that you're playing 
Three Point Shoot-out. Simply start 
throwing food at the drink of your 
Opponent, and enjoy the mayhem that 
results. If your would-be opponent 
asks what the hell you are doing, reply “Working on 
my three pointer!” and fire away. 

11. Race to the Bathroom 

This tends to be the most challenging game in the 
whole spectrum of Marriott activities. To win this 
game you must reach your bathroom before you 
have to change clothes. The only rules of this game 
are that the contestant must eat the whole main 
entree, wait fifteen minutes in the cafeteria after 
eating, and then, start running! Enjoy this one, I 
certainly have. 

I hope that these gaming suggestions help you 
endure the drudgery of a meal at Marriott. If you 
still cannot endure a meal at the Cafeteria, despite 
the games listed above, I recommend alcohol and 
dangerous, debilitating drugs, or selling your soul to 
Satan for a warm cheeseburger and a real Pepsi. 


- Rob Zombie 


GONZO ONLINE 


Georgetown 
Gonzo is now 
on the 
Internet! 


You can email us at 
gonzo@mary.iia.org 


The Gonzo is also online (articles, 
and graphics) the World Wide 
Web. You can see us with any 
WWW Browser (LYNX, Mosaic, 
etc, avhttp://sunsite,unc.edu/ 
martin/gonzo.himl 

Or, it you are a technophobe, mail 
us at Box 25621, Georgetown 
Station, Washington DC 20007 


Page XXIII , April, 1994 


The Georgetown Gonzo 


POTPOURRI 


Bad Poetry 


free fetus 


Welcome to Candlestick Park, home of the San Francisco Giants. 
Today the first 15,000 fans 16 and under will receive a free fetus, 
Courtesy of the Giants and Hostess Cookies. 

Hello, Domino’s Pizza. 
Would you like to hear about our ‘Something for Nothing’ special? 
With and order of a medium pizza with two or more toppings, 
Receive a free fetus. 
This is WHIT, playing all you favorite rock hits. 
When you hear “Slow Ride” by Foghat, be the fifth caller, 
And receive a free fetus. 
When does fetus poetry become offensive, at conception or at delivery? 


- Rob Zombie 


two women were doing it to each other 


poetry... 


A bee is any one of the several winged hairy-bodied usually stinging 
insects of the superfamily Apoidea in the order Hymenoptera and a fetus is 
not. 

There once lived a bee named Buzzy 
he was black and yellow and fuzzy 
he stung a guy named Fred 
and dropped pitiously dead 
now the bee kingdom weeps for poor 
Buzzy 


There once lived a guy named Fred 
who got stung by a bee and fell dead 
his insulin he didn’t find 
in nearly enough time 
and he dropped to the floor like lead 


picked up the hammer 
it felt sexy im my hand 
then I beat the shit 

out of an American man 


The blood spurted in my eyes 
sticky, sweet, and warm 
it dribbled on my tounge 
and a vampire was born. 


Slip-sliding down my throat 
it tasted so nice 
better than that cheap red wine 
they call the Blood of christ 


But I went down to the church 
and chatted with the priest 
he caressed my hand and blest me 
whispering, “girl, you are a beast” 


I said Father can you save my soul? 
I just killed an American man 
I beat him with my hammer 
and I'll do it again if I can. 


He looked at me aghast, 
crying Satan-what have you done, 
holy Virgin mary, 
in the name of the father and the son. 


But none of them were friends of mine, 
so I bid the good father goodbye, 
but he went right on praying, 


and then a man came and a tear shined in his eye. 
and he did it to each woman. aun 
and then a dog showed up. But I didn’t really care, 
and did it to one of the women. besides it was getting late, 
while the man was doing the dog. I had to get back home, 
and the other woman to herself to get dressed for my date. 
and then Ross Perot came 2 
and shot the two women 8 
and the man [would ready, 
and took the dog home. 5 
my hammer Steady. 
- ee. cumings- - Marquise de Sade 
Page XXIV , April, 1994 


POTPOURRI 


The Georgetown Gonzo 


MADAME SZA-SZA’S 
aMAZING CRYSTAL 
BALLS 


ARIES (MAR 21-APR 19): You are going to 
reexperience those deep-rooted sexual fantasies that 
you have tried to repress since early childhood. It all 
started that summer Mom and Pop forced you to go 
to Camp Winnebago where you saw that flock of 
sheep. Remember calling that big grey furry ovine 
cute? Remember all other kids laughing? Do not 
visit any farm for the next lunar cycle, there’s a 
great danger you might commit some 
questionable deeds. Hopefully, that’s not 
going to happen; bad cases of acne 
and halitosis are going to make you 
unattractive to any potential dates, 
even to sheep. 
TAURUS (APR.20-MAY.20): The 
alignment of Venus, Mars and 
Snickers is favourable to those of 
your kind. Expect good omen. Many 
good omens. Millions of them. Great 
visions are in your immediate future, such 
as Elvis shopping for Brussels sprouts at 
Vittles or Robin Williams teaching your 
social sciences class. Read carefully the 
posters of that seemingly crazy homeless 
woman who hangs around Wisconsin Ave. They 
say something like “Hitler (or the government) 
murdered my children and myself”. It’s in fact a 
message that will help you win that special person 
you have stalked for years. 
GEMINI (MAY 21-JUNE 20): Your ID will not get 
you in the Sth Column this weekend. If you are over 
twenty-one that’s a reason to worry, go see an 
endocrinologist. If you are underage all it means is 
that you have a bad fake. Go to 1681 35th Street and 
tell that funny-looking guy, who lives there, Ricky, 
that Sza-Sza sent you for a good one. If he’s in a 
good mood you might actually get a discount. He Il 
sell you a very genuine looking, fake Somali mule 
driving ID. Works fine in most places as long as you 
put on your best Bela Lugosi fake accent and tell the 
bouncer that you are from another country . 
CANCER (JUNE 21-JULY 22) : As the Sex pistols 
said, “No Future”. Or even better, as Nietsche put it 
“He who has smelly feet will not get a girlfriend” 
(or rock or tree or goat or whatever for you alterna- 
tive lifestyle deviants). 
LEO (JULY 23-AUG.23): After struggling through 
your midterms you have earned the right to a well- 
deserved rest, not entirely unlike your mentally- 
unbalanced relatives who are relaxing at that 
prestigious national mental institution. Should you 
feel the urge to stick pickles in your nose, go dressed 
as Jesus to your theology class yelling Jam the 
Messiah! I am the Messiah!” or say Marriott and 
delicious in the same sentence, do not stifle these 
urges, they are important to your spiritual well- 
being. p 
VIRGO (AUG.23-SEPT.22) : As you continue to 
experiment with Marriott food you come to some 
disturbing revelations. The food you had to ingest 
until now in fact not food at all. It’s produced by the 
“I can’t believe is not food & CO.” and is made 


X 
BLS, intense shoe 


from com syrup, fruit toast gum and laxative. This 
mixture is then molded by the cooks in forms that we 
recognize and love and served as if they were real 
comestible meals. Do not try to ask the cooks any 
questions, they are all undercover DoPS proficient at 
killing with their sharp Ginsu knives. Besides they do 
not speak English. Also make sure you never ask for 
an omelette in the Darnall Cafeteria. Ed might get 
pissed. 

LIBRA (SEPT. 23-OCT.22) : I hail you fortunate one. 
My most enlightened cat, Ibrahim the Eunuch has 
given you its blessings. The Gods for some reason 
like you. All your wishes shall come true. There’s one 
condition though, you must not use water for cleaning 
purposes for the next two weeks. 

SCORPIO (OCT.23-NOV.22) : Scorpio females 
beware, you will suddenly find Richard Simmons to 
be completely irresistible; you might even break 
down and buy his Deal-a-Meal Plan just to be able 
to enjoy this paragon of manliness in the privacy 
of your homes. Scorpio males will experience a 
strange compulsion towards Mr. Rogers and will 
suddenly 
develop an 


fetish. 
SAGIT- 
TARIUS 
(NOV..23- 
DEC.22) : Avoid 
going into the 
Red Square for 
some time to come. 
Trouble awaits for 
you there. Those 
black-dressing, 
clove-smoking, 
coke-snorting, (why 
can’t I afford drugs 
like that?), Dieter- 
impersonating, 
angst-ridden, disco- 
dancing folks 
popularly known 
around the campus 
as the Euros, for 
whom the Red 
Square serves as a 
second home (third 
if you count the Zei 
Club), have a 
serious grudge 
against you. Inside 
sources tell me that 
their Santeria 
rituals have not 
been going well for 
the last few weeks, 
and they blame your 
existence for it. If 
they get your hands 
on you, you shall be 
expecting to be put 
under the most 
heinous and 
suplicious forms of 
torture, such as 
cheek-kissing, 


ANCIENT FRENCH* PAGAN 
FERTILITY SYMBOLS 


* So you hate the French. I understand. The French are a 
revolting, filthy, people with poor hygiene habits, loads of armpit 
hair, and they eat snails and croissants (sometimes even together). 
The Celts also had excessive body hair and no table manners, but 
they never, ever ate croissants or snails. Yes, our. friends the Celts 
were indeed French, but they had the redeeming quality of . 
designing timeless, wacky, intricate designs that are ripped off by 


never ever print something like that just to sell more of these. 
Sterling Silver on a Silk Cord, $20.00 


Available in the Georgetown area at: Peace Frogs, SMASH, and 
Earth Star Connection 


Or call (202) 337-5949, and ask for Costa 


monkey-spanking, sticking small woodland crea- 
tures up your ass, or even worse, Depeche Mode 
listening marathons. 

CAPRICORN (DEC.22-JAN.19) : Naughty, 
AQUARIUS (JAN.20-FEB 18) : Thine future 
seemeth unclear to me now. I spieth a frog, which 
thou must capture and then licketh. Seeth drug page 
for more information. Maketh sure that thou 
capturest the proper frog, for many toadeth do not 
packeth a buzzeth 

PISCES (FEB.19-MAR 20) : Put your whips and 
chains back in the closet. As much as you would 
love to tie-down and spank your lover till the cows 
come home, this month the stars are improperly 
aligned for such a dominant feast. Beware, if you 
do, you will be taking matters in your own hands for 
quite some time to come. Whipped cream (don’t 
forget the nitrous, it’s a great aphrodisiac) and 
candles are however allowed with your lover's 
(written) consent. 


- Nad Coppersmith 


young artists like Yours 
Truly. 


The Triskele, for so it is 
called, originated in 
Brittany and the northwest 
regions of France. It is a 
symbol of unity with nature 
and the cycle of death and 
rebirth. According to 
ancient druidic texts, a 
triekele wom around the 
neck is a potent fertility | 
symbol, and MULTIPLE 
ORGASMS are not 
uncommonly reported. 
And, of course, we would 
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A Tribute to Nell Carter 


mosh pit 
continued... 


pain, staying away from Mosh Pits is usually 
advisable, but to the curious, homicidal, and 
suicidal, I definitely recommending taking a spin or 
two. 

Another key component of any real Pit is the 
occasional homicidal maniac. These people can 
usually be spotted kicking people on purpose, 
running around in a mosh Pit, and going into 
barbaric trances where they will pick someone out of 
the crowd randomly and maul them. These people 
should be avoided, especially at concerts that are 
more intense e.g. (NIN, White Zombie, eic) 

There are two people in my experience of concert 
going that typify the mold of the angry mosher. I 
spotted one of them at Lollapalooza, during the 
Ministry set. During the set, the mic stand of 
singer/guitar player/God Al Jourgensen fell into the 
audience. This mic stand was adorned with all sorts 
of large and menacing bones, and was capped at the 
top by the skeletal remains of a human head (very 
much like an O'Keefe mural). When the mic stand 
fell into the crowd, some of the bones fell off it 
before it was retrieved by a roadie. The angry 
mosher grabbed one of the larger bones, and during 
the song ‘So What’ started knocking people over the 
head with his bone club. He was eventually ar- 
rested, but not before serious damage was done to 
many of the members of the audience. The second 
angry mosher that I have spotted was at a Nirvana 
concert. I was in the Pit following the tenants of 

basic Pit management, when I felt a sharp burning 
sensation on my shoulder. When I looked over I 
noticed that my shirt was on fire. Immediately I 
began to smother the inferno with my hand, and 
after a few frantic moments my body was no longer 


Photo by Katherine Daniels 


on fire, though I don’t think I have experienced too 
many things more painful that having my flesh 
burned, I looked around and spotted a guy with a lit 
cigarette purposefully igniting and burning people 
by bumping into them. I was never able to pay him 
back for setting me on fire, and he is definitely an 
example of a angry pyromaniac mosher. 

A third component to the intermediate level 
course in Pit theory is the question of whether to 
jump around. I know it is very tempting to jump as 
high as you can during a particularly moving song, 
and jumping does afford you a better view of the 
stage and the crowd. However, there are several 
drawbacks to jumping around in the Pit. One that I 
have experienced was landing on someone chin 
first, and nearly biting my tongue in half. The other 
drawback to jumping is unintentional crowd surfing. 
Some people will assume that if you are jumping 
around, you are trying to crowd surf, and will help 
you by hurling you on top of the crowd. This can be 
very dangerous unless you have some idea as how to 
crowd surf. Therefore, to enlighten the general 
populace to the joys of crowd surfing, balcony 
diving, and other possibly life threatening activities, 
we must move to the final level of Pit courses. 

780-Advanced Seminar on Hazardous Pit 
Activities 

To separate yourself from the rest of the people in 
the Pit, and to possibly attain the attention of your 
idol on stage, crowd surfing can be very effective. 
There are three major stages of crowd surfing, blast 
off, orbit, and touch down. To take off you must 
enlist help from the people around you. Usually 
patting someone on the shoulder to get their 
attention, and then holding your foot with your leg 
bent and pointing upwards gives them a good 
indication as to your intentions. It takes about two 
or three people to launch someone on top of the Pit, 
and at most concerts people will help you reach 
orbit. At more intense concerts people will simply 
try to high jump onto the crowd. This method is not 
recommended because most of the time the person 
comes crashing down unable to achieve orbit on 


` We carry the Medela Breast Pump 


their own. Once you are above the ground, expect 
hands to be grabbing you in places you only let your 
doctor and significant other touch (Girls are 
especially warned; Many guys are all too eager to 
grab you in all sorts of interesting places). Be ready 
to fall at any moment, and always try to keep some 
sense of balance. I have seen many people land both 
head first and feet first, so in my opinion it is really 
just a matter of luck. Usually once you fall down, 
someone is there to pick you up, but don’t necessary 
count on it. 

If you make it all the way to the stage, you are 
either pushed back into the crowd by muscle bound 
rent-a-pigs, or the pigs grab you and lead you away, 
using the space between the stage and the crowd as 
a walkway. I my experience rent-a-pigs have 
usually reached a hand out to me when I am on top 
of the crowd. Once I grab it, they pull me down 
towards them and slam me into the ground, one 
time in particular causing serious injury. So remem- 
ber, if a pig reaches out to you, tell him to fuck off. 

Balcony jumping is definitely for those who 
consider their mental condition to be extremely 
disturbed. The best place for balcony jumping in 
the area would have to be the Bayou or 
Hammerjacks in Baltimore. Unlike Eddie Vedder, 
most people do not have a legion of brainwashed 
fans standing by to catch them. If you are consider- 
ing balcony jumping, always bring your health 
insurance information with you to the show, and call 
an abulance to wait for you, just in case you become 
planied into the floor face first. 

Whether you worship Billy Corgan and Kurt 
Cobain, or James Hetfield and Danzig, the Pit is a 
place where you can meet your fellow concert-goer, 
and exchange a glance of understanding and 
friendship. In this moment of truth you feel loved, 
part of a collective family unit. Then you can stomp 
the living shit out of the guy that was looking at you 
and go crowd surfing. 


- Rob Zombie 
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asians. ON 


BE SOMEONE SPECIAL, 
NASTY GIRLS DONATE BLOOD 


Listen in on private 
[conversations between 
| two girls 
You can hear them- | 
they cant hear you! | 


1-900-860-2929 


$3/min Adults Only 


1-800-72- 
ERICA 


| Uncensored—No Limits! 


Hotter Than Live! 


Adults only 


VISA/MC 
No Credit card? BARTENDING 


1-900-46 5 
ERICA 


FREE Membership & Priesthood open to all regardless of sexual 
CATHOLIC orientation, gender, marital status or age. Valid priestly orders 
CHURCH with Apostolic origin. Sacraments available to all wishing to receive. 


Holy Eucharist (Mass) - Sundays, 1:30 PM 


free nationwide job 
= placement assistance 
in) * Alcohol awareness 
ait program also available 


$2.50/min. 18+ LW * Many locations 1611 16th Street, N.W. at the Church of the Holy City 
New Number! Call today for froe For information and free newsletter, call: 
Introductory class Father Thomas C. Clary, Ph.D., at (202) 333-6354 
| == Bartending School 
i 1-800-BAR-TEND 0 
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Name: [from left to right]: Billy Joe, Jo Jo, Billy Jo Ray, Billy Jo Braggs, Billy Joc Briggs, Jo Jo Ma, and Slim Joc Pickens 
Bust: 30AAA S 
Waist: 30S 
Hips: 29 
Height: 5-2 to 5-11 Weight: 840 pounds (Combined) 
Birthdate: 777? 
Birthplace: In the bush 
Ambitions: To dic, just to dic. 
Turnons: Women who love men with big balls; also they must have big American Breasts. Female trekkics also beam us up! 
Turnoffs: Golddiggers. Women with sagging breasts. Fat chicks. People with physical deformitics-they are disgusting. 
Best Decision: Delaying suicide until Michael Jordan retired. h 
Self-Image: They say size doesn’t matter, but chicks dig us. They really dig us. Lets just put it this way; Women always ask us 
to “fill’er up”. 
Ideal Mate: Good listeners. A Bea Arthur type. 
= My Philosophy: Sometimes you feel like a nut. 


Hobbies: Tap dancing, bicycling, horseback riding. knitting, jump rope. 
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